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PREFACE. 



The following Rermrks from the pen of Buro^ 
i{i|peared in the publicittioii of The Retiqveai and 
WB iC iBigPi lenouuRj oe prewuMQ >iim wnMBVBr 

ejcercised his judgment and gratified his taste, would 
excite the curiosity of the public, and be worthy oC 
(ftdt* HAkiMoilkf ^titf arc fitiw pluMiilcjd, diBtichoM 
from his other works, accompanied by the Son^ 
whkh met the Poet's decided approbation. In per- 
ftitiiiB^ Ab talk, Ae BdiliOf concaves he Aril ac^ 

ixnhplish a two-fold object ; for while the Songs ac- 
quire addttional interest from the criticisms of so 
Anineiil m Poet, the Remaries AflUMlveB wSk te 
bcttftr appreciated when preiiiced to the subjects on 
which they are grounded. The nature of the under- 
ttuig ^vooM raider it muieoeMuy for Uqi to entar 
into a general disquisition on Scotuii Song, even if it 
had not been fully illustrated by the able pens of 
Bamwy» Loid Hiiika» Tytkr, BaflWQr of Octa^ 
▼oi- 1. ♦ b 
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i^jfrei* RitsoQyf and above all, by Bums himself, who, 
beodea the obaenrat iopi ki Ae pieBenl imk^ baa aoat- 

tered among his prose writings the most judicious re- 
flectioiis on the fl^ect. It will be ejiuadly superfluous 
to prove tbe eminent qwaKfirationi of Buna for m- 
derstanding and relishing whatever relates to Scotish 
Song; they have been clearly elucidated in the follow'- 
ing elegant and concise lestimoiiy by Mr. Water Scott 
The Scottish songs and tunes preserved for 
Bums that inexprefsib)^ oharm which they have ever 
a&rdad to lua eountrynao. He enteead into tlie 
idea <^ ooUecfing their fvagmenta mkdk all die seal of 
an enthusiast ; and few, whether serious or humorous^ 
past tfavoug^ hia haDda. without reoMving aome of 
dioae magic toiichea, wfaid^ williont gieally ahnnng 
the spug, resftored its original spirit, or gave it more 
tban.it bad ever poaseaaed> So deztaondiy are tfaeae 
toudiea combined wilb die ancient atmeture, thai 
the rifacciamentOy in many instances, could scarcely 
have been detected, without the avowal of tbe Beid 
Umnlf. NeUierwottlditbeeasy to matkhiaahave 
in the individufd^ditties. Some he appears entirely to 




8oDg^ frinch origlaally appeared bi the leeoad vahnaA of ^ f%9 
Bk," p. 201, under the dgnatnre of J, JtaMtlt . 

t li the Appendix (e) wfli he ftaai aa aoeoaat of tha kit 
days of thia antiqiiacy*. 



iiEYe M^wnttoi ; to others he added supplementary 
tdmtmL m som 1» ralHMd oilr dw WMidiiM: liMft 

•od the chorus, and others he merely arranged and 
ornamented. Let us take one of the best examples 

•f hM ikitt m iootetni tb» oU iMOkiL^MMphfir- 
iod's Lament was a well-known song many yean 
before, the Ayr^iire Bard wrote tha«e additional 

noted, freebooter was executed at bifemest^ about 
the beginning of the last century. When be came to 
tbe fatoltme, he glared tlio into to wbicb bo bM be- 
que«lfaod'hbiMme, upoa o fc f ou t ite wMn, aad hoidk 
ing up the instrument, offered it to any one of hia 
obn vfbo would imdTtike to ipky tfao two ow.bk 
body ottbo ly k^ woisec oe mmm ■newowwi, he dmhed 
it to pieces on the executioner's head, and flung him- 
■ftlf from the ladder. Hie wild alanaa wbidi 
baa put ifrt u^ die month d diia dofpoiodo^ wmrfriMid- 
ed upon some traditional remains. 

How much Bums delighted in the leak of ekiiME 
out the mrkint molodiea of bia. ooMii||^ i^^peoni 
from the following affecting passage in a letter writ- 
ten to Mr* Johnwif thort^ be^Okre bis ^entb,'* 

* M ^ §Qoi9 vorthyy hofiiit ftDow, ood bavo 
a good right to live in this world — ^because you de- 
aerve it. Mi|^y a joerry meeting tbii^|Mib)ia|ti^ baa 
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l^en US; and possibly it may give us more, though, 
alMi I ter it.- TUm piotitctiiig, slow, coBMimiiig 

dear friend, arrest my sun before he has well 
' reached kis aiickUe career, and wili turn over the 
ptMC to otiber add flMire la i iyHt i — vmu m u tjawi 

studying the briUiancy of wit, or the pathos of seoth' 
SMBt I However, hope is the cordial of the hiimaa 
h tMU Midi Midrittinr to cfaarkb ki0 wA w I 

' -^ReUquesyp. 184.; •. ' . • 

- This heart-rending letter shews that -Bums retain^ 
ta the kit hxmt hie rnithiaiiaalin tMt^fo* dMraiiie 
poetry of his country. Unt be imiitibled this taste 
at an early age, and that he cherished it throughout 
hm1iS^, we faaf aLii«daM> yoatf iiomibfb ibi/jmauf 
of hsB nearest lelallfQa attd ^naodi^ aaN]*^KiHi his own 
avowal* ' I havci' he himself observes, ' paid 

' aaaie mmiAm to oneiy daaLiifilaa of Seoti Seag 
tlwB perliapa any bod^Mig baa-done? HoImmI d» 
the advantages of study, of local situation^ and of 
n a i i ew i l attaehineDt; and hiacwwi iDhew-andMttiawD 
perpetually impellad him to wdli i mo Aeae adnuH 

^ tages. As an iofitance of the vivid impression which 
Ait piMtky-^- Ua eoontiy made on hit yowg ndnd, 
wt may nMiim tiito aong of I%e hUihrk ^i, 
which, he observes, was the earliest song be remem- 
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bers to have got by heart. ' When a child, an old 
woman sung it to me, and I pkkud it up every wont 
it fint hearing/ r£e%ifci, p. £10> ItwiwtuiH 
probable that a song Avhich tlius caught his lively 
hmey, had aoma ahara in «xfiitiiy Iboia Iwuired iiid«« 
fMMhnft itei' Aat AafMn% occnr am m Us juv»« 

nile poems. The Editor was very much struck with 
a still more interesting account given by Bums in a 
hiiar Id Mia; Dnria^, of an oM 1»1M 

lAfe and Age of Man. ' I had an old grand- * 
uncle/ says he, ^ with whom my motbar livad awhile 
in piiik fonra; good oM anuiy te aoah ho 
was, was long blind ere he 6M ; daring which time, 
his highest enjoyment was to sit down and cry, while 
mj modiar woidd nng the aimpla okl song of Tke 
Life and Age of Mofil 

The Editor conceived, from the enthusiasm with 
m^ich the Poat ifiaaka of this baUad, that if it oooU . 
be procnrady it m^ht posnbly durow light on tome 
of his productions. After much inquiry, and hunting 
Am BtalL to stall, he was at. last fortunate aoooi^ to 
procope a copy of it H» coiQaotnres were folljr 
verified. From the solecbms with which this copy 
abounded, he pmeiTed that it had not been much 
indeblad to Ae caie of its o^ifors. He hoped, 

however, that the Poet's mother ^night still be able 

< . . . 
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to'iMolket M iMidi of il ahoaU mUs hm 

to present aometfaing like a comet copy to kli 
readers. 

OnamttolUi moHHf old woamm, hBkadiim 

WnMUSaOD Of nfflny VO wDOIB flOCSVBO By BOTy MB 

he carefully marked the variations between his copy 
ind herioeitirtioB. Tbo nadfa^ of Mii.iiwni WM 
flo nttdi supQiKMr to Ao odnv^ dni Iw hni BO'licfl-* 
tation in adopting tt. it will be £ouud, that to this 
* intemtiiig balkd wo ime Urn ea^Aitd^ pathetic ode 
of ' Jfm mt lOMfe 10 mmkmT ' The Editor hopee 
that he will be forgiven for here introduciqg it to the 
cowwdiifarinii of dw cuiioui* 

i n l l 'l ' 

LIFE AND AGE OF MAN; 

OK, 

A short Description of his Nature, Rise and Fall, accord^ 
o^ to the Twehe Mimtki qfthc Year. 

TniMV ItMpy &KU» 

Upon the sixteen bunder year^ 

of God and fifty three. 
Free Chriat was boni, tint bought m dear, 
' as writings testifie ; 
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On January the sixteenth day« 

as I did ly alone. 
With many a sigh and aob did nsf, 
I Bftti ia OMd* Id noot 

Dmne Natur, that excellent hride, 
did stand up me beioi«y 

Thou seest what things are gone heibrct 

experience teaches thee ; • 

Yet do not miia to lemeniber thu^ 
that oae day tim HMit dtte. 

Of all the creatures bearing life *• 

recall back to thy mind, 
Conaider honr thej ebb and floiTy . 

eidi diinf bi Amt oim kU ; 
TeC itw fii them htietach a strain, 

as God bath given to thee ; 
Therefore this kason keep in iiuiid>— 
• .iwnraher mate die. 

Man's course on earth I will r^ait^ 

if I have time and apace ; 
IkmgrbeloD^ itMf beaborU 

•a God hath pa^n Mm gniaa * 
His natur to the heAa compare, . 

that in th^ i^ound Ij.dead^ . 



and 80 we will procedc 

The fint fifff 9«m titoa oC BMafb lilb 
cwpM to tannr ; 

111 all that time but fturt and atrife, **' 

he can but greet and roar, * 
So M tiw Mda af flomiLflli htni» 

Kept in the ground belli eafii and aonnd, 

not one of them is lost. ■ 

• 

So to yean toi I ahaM apeak theft 

of Febniar but ladt ; 

.The child is meek and weak of spirit, 

nothing can undertake : 
So all tha flow'ia» &r lack oC ■how'ie* 

BO wpnmg^ng up ce» aaake^ 

Yet birds do sing and praise their king, 
and each 4)iie choose tbeir mate. 

Then hi comei Ifavchy ttMt neMe u^d^ 

with wholesome spring and air. 
The child doth spring to years fifteen^ * 
with viMgefiae and fidr} 

So do Oie flewVe wHk aeiwiiiiig iAm^ 
ay spring up at We'seo; 

Yet nevertheless remember thia^ 
that one day we mait die. 



Then brave April doth sweetly smile, 

the flow'rs do fair appeal^ 
The child m tiim b a mbw m vmm, 

to tb* age of tMBty year ; 
If he be kind and well iuclin'd, • 

and brought up at the school. 
Then men may know if he fpittAiem 

a wiiemanor aiboL 

Then cometh May, gaUant and gay, 

vhen fragrant flow'n do «hrt¥^ 
The child is dien become a man, 

of age twenty and five : 
And for his life doth seek a wif<^ 

hit 1^ and yean to spend; 
Cfaritt from above tend peace and knre, 

and grace unto the end 1 

Then cometh June with pleasant tnne, 

when fields with ilow'rs are clad. 
And Phoebus bright is at his height, 

all creatures then are glad : 
Then he appears of thretty yeari, 

with «onrage bold and stooct^ 
His natnr so makes him to go, 

of death he bath no doubt 

Then Jvly eomei with his hot cBbic% 
andeeMtuit in his kind* 



The man doth thrive to thirty-fire, 

and sober gtows in mind ; . 

Hit cbikbrn tnall d# him caU* 

•ad Meed h^Biliifi and atrifef^ 
^ ♦ ♦ • # . 

Then August old, both stout aad bol4i 

when flow^ do atoiitly atand ; 
So mail appeals to forty yean, 

with wisdom and command ; 
And doth provide his house to guide, 

chihiren and familie ; 
Yet do not mm remember this» 

that one day thou must die. 

« 

September then cornea with his train, 
and makiea the flow'ra to 6de ; 

Then man bdy ve is forty-five, 
grave, constant, wise, and staid. 

When be iociu oa, how youth it gon^ 
and ihaU it iv> more see ; 

Then may he say, both night and day, 
have mercy. Lord, on me ! 

October'a Mast comes in with boas^ 
and makea die flow'ra to M ; 

Then man appears to fifty years^ 
old agie doth on him call : 



The almond tree doth flourish hie, 

aiid pale grawa nan aet ; 
Tbm it ia time w tUa liiMi^ 

icmmber, man^ la die. 

November air maketh fields bare 

of fiow'fa, ^gnm, and 
Then nm arrirca to fifty-ftre, 

and sick both e'en and morn : 
Loins, legs, and thighs, without disease^ 

makes him to «|^ and say. 
Ah! Clirial on high hatfa ndnd on 

and leam me ibr !» die ! 

Dumber fell baith sharp and SD^ ^ 
maJwa flow'ra creep in the ground; 
Ihen man'j threeaoore, both sick and watt, 

« 

no soundness in him found. 
His ears and e'en, and teeth of bane« 

all these now do him fail ; ' 
Tben ifs&f he aay, belh night and day, 

that death shall him assaiL • 

• 

' iLnd if there be« thm* nator atout» 
:* aome thai hfe ten yeafa-aBiiffei 
Or if ha ofeepath op and do<wn» 

till he comes to fourscore ; 
Yet all this time is but a line, 
no pleaaure can he aeet 
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Tbeu may he toy, kath night and day, 

« 

Ilnii hm I dio^ you a» I ca^^ 

' the eoarse of all mens* life ; 
We will return where ire began^i 
but* either Hurt or ptriia: 

•hcTI la^l m ippre, we fee; 

God grant that I may not you ^ieViC« 
Ye'U get of. hm. 



It appears from die first verse of this ballad, that 
it was written about the year 1653. It is not un- 
roiiOMble to nqippaey that it was die production of 

# 

aome pedantic country schoolmaster, who woaM 
naturally write in a stately, stilted styiei different 
froin the comm^ PffCfil^ hia nei|jiboiiifu Mm 
Bums tays, that it was one of the many nursery songs 
of her mother ; and that she first heard and learned 
it from her aemnlgr yeasi ago. Neitbsr she nor her 
son Gilbert ha4 ev6r setto n p t i wt Dd copy of it. It 
b no bad specimen of the quaint, moralizing manner 
dwt obtuned soon after die Reformation. This 
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qtuuotnesSy however, is mixed up with a good deal of 
iiaigiMrinn Tbera k a vrin of peorivo fludandioly 
too in it which could hardly fail to make a deep im- 
{Hression on the youi^ miod oi Bumi) acfloidingly 
we iod that this battad has aol ody the flono stmo* 
tiire of versification with the Ode of Bums, and the 
repetition of the last line of the stanza; but it 
braadiee a Idndred pcnm mahncholy firambegki- 
ning to end. Many of the imitations in the Ode are 
80 close and so obvious, that it is impossible they 
coidd be acddeotaL For iu/bnoB, the hMt hoe d 
' the fifit ilaini of the bdhMl, Man d made to 
fnoan," evidendy suggested Man was made to 
immmT The lblto<ri|g lailiihMM cMdiot ftil to ha 
adcMwMged. Tho raader of hineQif wiH eanly 
discover more. 

*' November air maketh fields bare 

of flowers^ of grass^ and corn.^' 

BaUad» st.xf. 

When chin November's aariy blaal 

Made fields and forests bare." 

Ode. 

** Tbott aeest what things are gone befof^ 
expcfience teaches tiiee^ 



. In what state ever that thou be. 



Ballad, stAL 

" I've seen yon wetry winter sun 
Twice foc^ tines Mturn; « • 
And evwy tine fan MbA pvoeft 

• That man was made to jnouni.'' 

TherefcNre this knqn keep in niin4» . ' 
lemembevv ifiali, to die.* 

mm _ 

** Thro' weary life this lesson learn. 

Thai wn ^ade to,«ioiini/' 

■ 

In Mi otber Pbems are abo to be found ticGaaion- 

ally images and illustrations^ obviously taken from 
due balhuL—In the Adiras. to a Mquu!* for in- 
atance, when he says^ 

** An* Meak December's winds ehsoin 

Baith snell and keen," 

the following line must have been floating in his 



December felt, baith sharp and ndl." 



It wmM be niMwinriiil lo iiqppote tlnl tiia Ediloi^ 
%BB Imm ImA actmlMl a irisli to^letiwt fimi«lbi^ 

merit of Burns. He conceived that nothing which 
i6ne to <ybicidBl£ the proyiww of his ^pfjjuitaG 
nnd cooU .be uidta or niiiKfwi^iig Bniae 

wished not to shroud himself up in any mysterious 
ebfloinly. He felt do jealouty that the doeeat io- 
Hwwtiioit woiikl in the lent cKnuMsb bit lefNM&Hb 
We see him continually pointing to the productions 
yg'Uk which his etutheal ytm .were most familiar; 
Am affordMag up, k a graet —■wiii^ 4ie meanft «f 
ascertaining how mncb of his excdlenire we owe to 
Ibe effiorts of those who had preceded him, and how 
Mflb to iMpinrian ef bis oim yAn/btam nmL 
The patb be' trod vum «o unfireqmntody and hy s6 
much out of the common roed, that without his as* 
ostance we sbookl never bsive treoed it We aew 
with edaitilMMi'e ricb tod met be cte d b ewes i of 
original poetry; and we could not discover from 
wbsnce be bed ooUected tbe seeds that bad shot Of 
to sncb lUHiiuiity. We find| hcwevei^ tbat many of 
tjbiff Noughts which appear in him with such lustre 
iMm denied firomoAm; endewi tbit soveofUi 
nbst snbKne and patbetic poems owe tiieir on^n to 
models of a similar description, however inferior. 
To tbe JParmer^s Jf^ we oi^ Ibe CoMor's Saha^ 
day Night: to die ivde end ar^eii o&prmg of faw 



xvi 

gotten bards wt ofwe iome ol his most caLquints Ijii- 

MH be evident diat he has greatly excelled his mo-^ 
ddb^ jmd our adminUioD of his versatile talents 
im taamdmM} Mcwaead hImb w». considor ham 
happily he has reformed and polished the models 
'tlMDlselves. By the force of his superior powers he 
hm iippvopriiiBi 1km #oflps ol Us pi«deMMN% aa 
avdar t» ro^deir them mm perfect, by purifying thei^ 
drois, illustrating their obscurities, suppressing tlieir 

of Michael Angdb mm net ^agnded but exalted by 
his stfeidy of the Antique ; and in Poetry as mil as in 
Ike. Asier Afftii tm adpM% cMite afet ee iMdb 
m pri ntin g vHiit hm mmm been piioled befiM^ as ib 

the production of thdse vivid pictures which eclipse 
tllimmm iiMaq^ . 

. To ikU origMlity Bam fate an undoabtod ckim; 
The proud pre-eminence he enjoys above all the 
{beta ol bis calnlry witt del adOB be iispntsd ivMi 
Uni It is iihpolMUetd say whii fies M i&«hdw«idb 
of futurity ; but it may be almost pronounced widi 
m6^p that hm will elm njaintain. bis pMiiigl mHp9f 
cbi%| iod tfart each aew smcbssoi imB but aid 
another wreath to his laurels. 

R. H, C. 

Lomioii, Mewman-ttreet, May, ISIO. 
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THE UljCiUtA£i]> QUEEN. 

The Highland Queen, music and poetry; zvas 
con^M$ed by a Mr. U'Viear, puner of the SoUh^ 
man of war^ — This I had from Dr. Blacklock. 



» BESS THE GAVVKIE.* 

This song shews that the Scotish Muses did not 
all leaoe itf when we hit Mamsatf ami Oswaidff a$ 

I haoe good reason to believe that the verses and 

• The Editor ha.s been told by Mrs. William Copland, in 
Dalbeattie, Galloway, (a lady to whose taste, aiid accuracy of in- 
formation he has been often indebted), that tlib Song is the 
production of the late Reverend — MorcAiead, nuoister of 
Urr parish, in Galloway. 

t Oswald was a music-seller in Londoo, about the year 1750. 
He published a large collection of Srotish times, which he called 
tiie Caledmmm Packet Cvmpanum. Bir. Ty tier obeerfCR, that bif 
gmSm m copinriiien, jiii^d .tp Wi tt>§itlw pg lbt i M Mi c;e gf 
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music are both posterior to the days of these two 
gent/eme/L — It is a beautiful song, and in the ge- 
nuine Scots taste. We have few pastoral composi- 
tions, I mean the pastoral of nature, that are equal 
to this, 

Blythe young Bess to Jean did say. 

Will ye gang to yon sunny brae, 

Where flocks do feed and herds do stray, 

And sport awhile wi' Jamie ? 
Ah na^ lass, Til no gang there, 
Nor about Jamie tak nae care. 
Nor about Jamie tak nae care. 

For he's taen up wi' Maggy ! 

For hark, and I will tell you, lass, 
Did I not see your Jamie pass, 
Wi' meikle gladness in his face. 

Out o'er the muir to Maggy. 
I wat he gae her mony a kiss, 
And Maggy took them ne'er amiss ; 
'Tween ilka smack, pleas'd her with this, 

That Bess was but a gawkie. 

For when a civil kiss I seek. 
She turns her head, and tliraws her cheek, 
And for an hour she'll scarcely speak ; 
Who'd not call her a gawkie ? 



But «Nr niy Mag^ In* ■n^ienM, 

Own gie a score without offence ; 
Now gie me ane unto the meusey 
And je fllwH be ray ilvirtfe. 

O, Jamie, ye ha'e mony tane, ^ 
But I will never stand for ane| 
Or twa, when' we* do meet again ; 

Sae ne'er think me a gawkie. 
Ah, has, that ne'er can be. 
Sic thoughts as these are hr fne me, 
Or ony that sweet face that see. 

E'er to think thee a gawkie. 

Bat whisht ! — nae mair of Ais we'll speak, 
For yonder Jamie does us meet; ^ 

I trow he Kites the gawkie. 

0 dear Bess, I liarcUy knew^ • 
Whoi I oann iy, yotkr gnwn m iiew> 

1 think youVe got it wat wi^ dew ; 
Quoth she, that's iike a gawkie; 

Jt^i wal wi' dew^ and '^ivill (bI rsiii^ 
And m get gowns when it is gane, 

Sae you may g^ t))e gate you gjun*. 
And tcjil it III jKWV dawlie. 
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The guilt appeared in Jamie's cheek ; 
He cry'd, O cruel maid, but sweet. 
If I should gang anither gate, 
I ne'er could meet my dawtie ! 

llie lasses fast frae him they flew, 
And left poor Jamie sair to rue. 
That ever Maggy's face he knew. 

Or yet ca'd Bess a gawkie. 
As they went o'er the muir they sang; 
The hills and dales with echoes rang, 
The hills and dales with echoes rang, 

Gang o'er the muir to Maggy! 



OH, OPEN THE DOOR, LORD GREGORY. 

It is somewhat singular, that in Lanark, Ren- 
frew, Ayr, JVigton, Kirkcudbright, and Dumfries- 
shires, there is scarcely an old song or tune which, 
from the title, S^c. can be guessed to belong to, or be 
the production of these countries. This, I conjec- 
ture, is one of these very few; as the ballad, which 
is a long one, is called both by tradition and in 
printed collections, The Lass o' Lochroyan, which 
I take to be Lochroyan, in Galloway, 



. THS BAKKft aV THE TWBBDt 

Tbu mn^ u one of (Ae tuu^ aUmptt that 

manner, and which I shall, in these strictures, beg 
leave to dMmgmek by the egppeUaium of ^dBgh* 
Seoikk ffnAtetiiom, The tmak kpreity good, but 
the verses are just above contempt. 



ftOSLIN CA8TLB. 

beautiful verm were the production of a 
Htdhrrd Hamt/^ a y^utig man thai Dr. Blaekkfck, 

* Richard Hewit was taken when a boy, during the residenee 
«f Dr. Blacklock in Cumberlandy to lead him.— He addrenad ft 
eapj «f wemB to the Doctor OB quitting hit service. AmMf 

How oh those pkifti I've thoughtleispreit; 
Whistled or nmf some Fair distrest, 
** When 6te steat a tear." 

AUndingy 



t 



io mkom I am imUUd Jbr tk§ eneedotif kept fw 
»ome years m an anumuenm. Idomtkmmmiho 

is the author oj the second so?ig to the tune* Tytler, 
in kii annumg kkUny 9f Scot$ mum e, ghet the air 
io Oswald ; hai m (kwaUti own 

tunes, where he affixes an asterisk to those he him- 
mlf cmtpoudf he doe$ not nuAe the leoMt tkm to 
ihi tune. 

^Twas in that aeason of the jear^ 

When all things gay and sweet appear. 
That Cohn, with the morniiig raj» 
Aroae and aimg hb rural laj. 
Of Nanny's charms the shepherd magf 
The hills and dales with Nanny rung; 
While Bosliii Caatle heard the swain, 
^nd echoed back die cheerful str^. 

' Awake, sweet Muse ! the breathing spring. 
With rapture warms ; awake and nng! 
Awake and join Ae vocal tfirong. 

Who hail the morning with a fiong; 

. II . .11 .1 ■»..■«. i n »< tww i m m il 

Annding, ai it if laid in a note, to t sort of imnitifo songs, 
which make no inconsiderable part of the innocent anrasements 
with which the country people (of Cumberland) pass the wintry- 
nights, and of which the author of the present piece wa« a 
faithAU rehearser. 

BkuMock's Pomi, 17 06, dvs.p. 5. 
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To Jfmmf rdse die cfaeoffiil lay, 

O ! bid her haste and come away j 
la ftweetesi aoiiles herself adorn, 
And add new gf»cef Id Ae inoni! 

0| haA, my bvei on e^ij tfny. 

Each feather'd warbler tunes his lay ; 
r Tis beauty fires the ravish'd thre^g, 
iknd love inq^hea the mniling mmgt 
Then let my raptur'd notes arise, 
For beauty darts from Nanny's eyes ^ 
And love mj Aiog boaom vwnu^ 
And fille my aod widi imet eiamMk 

0 1 come, my love ! thy Colin*B hy 

With rapture calls, O come away I 

Gome^ while the Muse this wreath ahall twine 

AiQond that modett biow of thhie$ 

O ! hither haste, and wi^ thee bring 

That beauty blooming like ^e ^ripg) 

Those graces Aat divmefy flhin^ 

And charm this ravish'd breast of minel 



« 
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THB BEDS OF SWEET HOSES. 

» 

. • f • ■ • 

This iongf as far as I knoWf for the first time 

appears here in print. — When I was a bo\/y it was a 
very popular song in Ayrshire. I remetnOer to 
have heard' those fanatksy the ButhtmUmy* sing 

some of. their nonsensical rhymes, which tJiey dignify 
with the name qf 'hymms, to this atr,*)* 

* A fet of itinerant fanatics in the west of Scotland, so deno- 
minated fnmii liieir leader, EUMbeth Bmekam, The husband of 
tbb Ttrionaiy was one of the proprietors of the Delft-work ma- 
>tet«i7 at OtatNT, by wfa<M> riie M tMml d^dna. 
About 1779 die b^aa to propliecy tlial the end of the ivoild 
watdnnriaf ni^by and that all ChristSass miat abandim worldly 
conpCTjoM> in order to be In readiness to meet Christ 8he 
soon gathered a great mihiA»er of fbDowers, «od Jomneyed wilih 
them throngfa several parts of Scotland, increasing as they went. 
At length Mrs. Bucban died in 1791, and herdiseip^ djsper&ed. 



t This practtoe,!^ composing iphitoal hym ■■■d mrngKUi 
monbaUad tanas was. Jtongbed at tjy Skamfm r§ iat Ms l^intm^$ 
Ttie, where he spesiks of a PurUmyibfi m^jfrnimto konf^; 
tad that It obtodned long anterior to the tune of flie Bmiamtti, 
the curionr reader may see, If he can meet with n'ntfy ecaiee 
book quoted in Campbell's Ilitiory qf Poetry m 'Seatlandy** 
which appeared in Mr. Constable's sale Catalogue for 1796, 
called Gcddes's Saints Recreation, &c. addressed, in the very 
spirit of modem dedication, to no less than five Patronesses! 
each of whom the author hath hmmred with a tq^arate dedi- 
cation. 
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SAW TB JOHNKIE CUMMIN? QUO^ SHE. 

Twm mmg for genuine humor in the veneif and 

lively origiiiaiUy in the, air, is unparalleled, I take 
it to be very oU. 

* 

Saw ye Johnnie cummia f ^uo' she. 

Saw ye Johmue. cummioy 
O saw ye Jofmnie cummin, quo' she; 

Saw ye Johnnie cunmiin, 
Wi' his blue boonet on his head. 

And his doggie nBrnin, quo' she; 

And his doggie ruuoin ? 



cation, expressive of Us DOtisiiS of Huk piety, jj in fawi iai It 

llie rate mij tet lati^ ipodaleBi sf iWiljplM 

specimeMofwliieb^iebleLsidBriletpi^^ Hm 
wiiole wm repidiliilied, with a Tdiuible iDtroductioii, ,hy DaheU, 
Mstiaoi. 8imil» p er f b r imnc et nade itdt vppetame% wmomg 
the BereoM is ScotlMidy the pndiMifNi ^^Mt tpiritnal guide, 

Mr. Barclay. Among others are these ^^el: ^ ^4ftd moa\ bide 

uu'a\ hand awa frae mc Dcilit '' — " fVtd yt wka I met yettretn^ 
iymg on my bed, Jfomma/— au.4U|(el bright," ^c. 



Fee him, father,* fee him, quo' she j 

Fee him, father, fee him; 
For he tt A gidknt lad, 

And a weel dM ; 
And a' the wark about tlie house 

'Gses wi' me when I see Um, quo^ she; 

Wi' me whtn I see him* 

Wlwl; wiU I do wi' him, hussy? 

What will I do \vi* him ? 
He's De'er a sark upon his l^ck, 

And I hae mme to gie him. 
I hae twa sarks into my kist, 

And ane o' them I'll gie him. 
And for a marie of mau* fee, 

Dinna stand wi' him, quo' she; 

Diana stand wi' him. 

For weel do I lo'e him, quo' she; 

Weel do I lo'e him ; 
Oftefafas, Mmr, ieehim, qu</she; 

Fee him, father, fee him ; 
He'll hand the pleugb, thrash i* the banv 

And lie wi' me ai e^eo, quc/sliei 

lie wi' me at e'en. 

• Binbisk 



• « 

J mJDinoN ii mentum^d in the Bee, thtii the 

second Bishop Chisholm, of Dunblane, used to sayy 
that if he were going to be hanged, nothing would 
ioothe kii mind to much by the way, a$ to hear 
Ctbiat iie Cdldrou played* 

I kaoe met wUh another tradition, that the oU 
tong to dtff tmte 

Hae ye ony pots or pans, ' 
Or onie broken diankn^ 

was composed on one of the Kenmure family , in the 
Caioalier times; and alluded to an amour he had, 
wkik under hiding, in the diegmee of an iiinerani 
tinker. The air is also known by the name of 

Tht Blackimith and his Apron, 

whkhfrom the Ajfim, teenu to hate been a line ^ 

some old song to the tune. 
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. Tms ekarmmg $ong is muck older, and indeed 

superior, to Ramsm/s verses, " The Toast/* as he 
€«Ms them. There is another set of the words, much 
older siUl, and which I take to he ihe. original one, 

but though it has a very great deal of merit, it is 
not quite ladies* reading. 

• • , 

Saw ye iiae my Peggy, 
Saw ye uae my Peggy, 
Saw ye me my Peggy, 

Coming o'er the lea? . 
Sure a finer creature 
Ne'er was forai'd by naUire^ 
So c6mp1ete each feature^ 

So divine is she. < 

O! how Peggy charms me; 
Every look still warms me; 

Every thought alarms me, 

Jjeat.she love nae me. 
Peggy doUi discover 
Nought but chainis all over; 
Nature bids me love her^ 

That's a bw to me. 



Who ivookl leate a bfof, 

To become a rOf«r? 
No, I'll ne'er give over, 

TiU I hapliy be. 
For snio^ low^ tiwpiftts wb^ 
As her beauty ^es me. 
And her «bMce lires^iBe^ 

Nought can please bat die. 

.When I hope to giiin hefj 
f ate seeniB to detuo bar,, 
Cou'd I but obtun ber,* 

Happy wou'd I be ! 
m ly down before her. 
^ Blessy sigh, and adore ber, 
* 'With faint looks implore her, 
' Till she pity me. 

ft 

The original words, for they can scarcely he called 
mermf seem to be as follows; a iongJmiliar/rQm 
every Se§iuh etn*m 
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S^w ye my Maggie^ • 
Saw ye my MaggK;« 
Saw ye my Maggie 
Linkin o'er the }ea^ • 

High kilted wn Am, 

High kilted wM ite, . 

High kilted woa Ae, 
Hert;oat abooa her knee. 

What mark has your Maggie, 
What mark has your Maggie, 
What niAik bs8 your Maggie ' 
ThttmeiBsykailwflirf Ch'> 



Though it by no means follows that the silliest 
verses to aii air must, for that reason, be the origisuU 
itn^; yet I take thUI^UIadf i^wkiek I have quoted 
part, to be the old verses. The two songs in Ram^ 
say, one of them evidently his own, are never to be 
mei wi^ m the jsre-Me^irek ef em feaamihnf; 
mkSk wki^ I take te he the old song, is in 
every shepherd's mouth, Ramsay, / suppose, had 
thought the old verses mwartfy of a place m his 



IS 

I 

THE YtOWBftB BjniTBOEra. ' ' ^ 

Tuia 9ong is one of the many ^fiakm of Scofi, 
jacobiHm. — The title. Flowers of Edinburgh, hat 
no manner of' comiexim with the jprfisent verses, so 
Im ufiU timrt km h$m m Mtt M iff mwpi^ of 
wMth fkn Hik h M tkttt remamm. 

Bi/ the bye, it is singular enough that the -Sco- 
tiA Muses were all Jacobites. — I have paid mare 
attention to every description of Soois sossgs tham- 
perhaps am/ body living has done, and I do not re* 
. coUeet one single stanza, or even the title of the 
most trifling Sco## air, whdh has the least paneg^ 
rkal reference to the families of Nassau or Bruns* 
wrick; while there euro hm^breds satiristing them. — 
This may be thought no panegyric on the Seotif 
Poets, but I mean it as such. For myself I would 
it as a condiment to have it said, that' 
my rmn before my ksadi^-^Hmi sm^ Use « 

*• Vwt Burns! — ^Thy heart indeed ran always before thy 
head ; but never didst thou fail to carry thy reader's heart along 
with thee. — Instead of kindling at the indignities offered to thy 
native land, hadst thou been a wise and a prudent poet, thou 
wonld'at have tuned thy lyre to the praise of some powerful 
to9gr> uul carefilUy abftained from dnitiag on thy head the 

fttCIICaMBC 
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gaUant though unfortunate house of Stuart, the 
kmgs of fmmfaikmfar so many hvoie «f«i, tt a 
theme much more interesting than ♦ • ♦ * 



A i e t rt tt c n t 0f Ihe gdl^ f^eat, or Hieir d^Mendaiiti. Hum 
Biiihiwl tbntefe nlM in itfiieneey mA^emmd toiitim,1i 
imderflieiiinilttiigtaiHilsiif emyfitltei^ 'IhMc 
nighteit lave flanrifriMd In diy d^yv -and left behind Una an off- 
ipriof lecarely traadiaf the path of lionom and prafermanty' in- 
stead ef leaving thy vnfe and cMldren poor and pennyless, at Hie 
mercy ePtte world.— All this then mightest have tiane; bat 
then thou woold'st uct have been a poet. Thy mantle has in- 
deed been claimed by the first of a new order of poets, who 
has done all that thou wonld'st have disdained to do. The world 
has seen with astonishnu nt, the solid treiisures realized by the 
speculating muse ; but the nieretricioiis laurel will soon wither 
around the wearer's brow, and succeeding generatioa| wiU .Uurn 
with contempt from the cold and the courtly strain. 

I do not mean to say that poetry and pmdence are altogether 
incompatible ; bat that pmdience which woald stifle the feelings 
nhieh ihoaid gk»w In aivery manly bosom, can nem eadit with 
tm and tfimA» paatiy. "Xlie y wdtn ca that. woald.Bappiaw. 
die faidlgnant atufai of a Campbea at the boifon of Wasiaw, or 
atthaciieioftlio hefplew women and children of onrAnoriaan 
bredtten mai^^ and nrardeied by Savages, ^orvad on by 
cold and nnfeclhig politiciani^the pradence that.coidd aeo 
ipmoved tho mmUog ▼iUages and nnhallowbd bntdieiy wiich 
Ibliowed In Ibe tndn of-Calloden, the nnsophisticated OMue 
will ever disdain. He can never be a poet who does not feel as 
a mam — Ed, 
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JAHIft QAT. 

Jamie Gay is another and a tolerable Anglo 
ScoiiAjpieee. 



MY DBAE JOCKIE, 

JnothEB Angh^Scotish production. 



FYE, OA£ RUB HBii o'eR Wi' STJKAE. 

It is self-evident that the Jirst Jour lines of this 
sang are part of a song more ancient than Ramst^e 
beautiful verses wMeh are annexed to them. As ^ 
music is the language of . nature; and poetri/, parti- 
adarfy^songs^ are almegfs less or more hcalized (if I 
mof be allowed the i)erb) hy some of the modifica* 
tions of time and place, this is the reason why so 
man^ of our Scots airs have outlived their originalf 
and perhaps many subsequent sets of verses; except a 
single 7uime, or phrase, or sometimes one or two 
Uaes, simpfy to disHngmsh the tunes bff, 

YOL* I. C 



Id 

To thu dm) among peopk who kmw notkiug ^ 
Sam»tv/s mrm, the following i$ the song, andM 
the tong that ever X heard: — 

.Gin ye meet a bonie lassie, 
Gie her a kiis and kt her gae ; 

' Sat gin ft meet a dirty hizsie, 
Fye, gar mh her o'er wi' itrae. 

Fye, gae rub her, rub her, rub her, 
Fye, gae rub her o'er wi' strae : 

« 

An' gin ye meet a dirty hizzie, 
Fye, gar mb her gf'er wi' strae. 



Look up to Pentiand's tow'nng tap^* 
Billed beoealh great wreadis of mmm. 

O'er ilka cleugh, ilk scar, and slap^ 
Aa high as ony Roman wa'. 



* This spirited iimtatioa «l tha VUfrnwi^M nheemiU 
AM| Straeu;* of Horace, ii cooddered ai eae «f the Jnfyiitt 
cfinrts ef Um aathti^ g6iiiiiii<— For a wy degnt critiqae on 
tliepo«a^ and a miptiliooof ittmenliifithlhofeof tteoii- 
gineV tte reate ii leliBfied to Urd W $ t dkmk l tf» Bmmk i o 
Me ITHfiivt ^ teMoy, ToL i. p. InadM^iaOOw 
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Driving their baws frae whins or tee, 
There% no me gowfen to be aetn;. 

Nor dooner iowk wjsing a-jee 
The b^aiBs-bouls on Tamson s green. 

Then fling on coals, and ripe the ribs. 
And beek the house baith bott and ben ; 

That mutchkin stowp it hads but dribs, 
Then let's get in the tappit hen. 

Good claret best keeps oat the canld, 
And drifet away tiie winter soon ; 

It makes a man baith gash and bauld. 
And heaves his saul bejond die moon. 

Leaive to ^ gods your 3ka cave, 

If that ^ey think us worth their while. 
They can a rowth of blessings spare, 
Which will our tehioiis feaia beguile. 

Far what they have a mhid to do^ 

That will they do, should we gang wood; 
If diflj codunand the stormii to blaw, 
Then upy siglit Ae faatbtaiu tfand. 

But soon as ere they cry, " Be quiet," 
Hie blatt'ring winds dare nae mair mofe. 

But cour into their cafes, and wait 
The high command of supreme Jove. 

c 2 
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Let nriat day oome af it diiaks tik, 

The present minute's onlj oan ; 
On pleasure lets employ our wil^ 
And laiii^ at foftnne's ficlde powenr^ 

Be sure ye dinna quat the grip 
Of ilka joy when ye are youqg. 

Before auld a|pe yoitr vitals nip^ 
And lay ye twafidd o'er a rung. 

Sweet youtli's a blyth and heartsome time^ 

Then, lads and lasses, while it's Mi^, 
Gae pou the gowan in its prime, 

iieioit: it wither and decay. 

Watch the saft minutes of delyte. 
When Jenny speaks beneath her breath. 

And kisses, laying a' the wyte 
On youy if she kepp ony skaith. 

Haith, ye're iU-bred,'' she'll smiling saj; 
" Ye'U worry me, ye greedy rook f 
Syne frae your arms she'll rin away, 
And hide hersell in some dark nook. 

Her laugh will lead you to tbe place 

Where lies the happiness you want. 
And plainly tells you to your face, 
l^ineteen naj-s^fs are haff a giant. 
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Now to her heafiog bosoin cKogt 
And i we efl y tooBe for n kiss, 

Frae her fair finger whop a ring, 
As taiken of a future bliM. 

IThete bennisoiis, I'm very sure, 

Are of the gods' indulgent grant ; 
Tiieny lurly cuieB, whiifal^ fodbeor 
. To plague OS whh jaut frtiining cant' 



, TH£ LASS O' LIV18T0N. 

The M mngf im three eight'lme tianxat, U well 

knorvfif and has merit as to zcit and humour; hut it 
u rather w^jfar insertion. — It begim, . 

The bonie lass o* Liviston, 

Her name ye ken, her name ye kei^ 

And she has written in her contract. 
To lie her lane, to lie her lane. 
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THB I.AST TIMS 1 CAUZ o'SB THA KaOK. 

Ramsay found the first line of this song, which 
had been praervai OB tit tUk ef the ekmrming air, 
and then composed the rest of the verses to suit that 
line. This hag always a finer effect than composing 
EngHshmardtf or maris fsriik mn idm fonifp^ to the 
spirit of the old title. Where old titles of songs 
convey any idea at all, it will generally be found to 
be quite in the ^rtt of the air. 



« 

TPhoVOH this has eertaiidy every evidence of 
being a Scotish air, yet there is a well-known tune 
and so9^ in the North Ireland, eailei, The 
Weaw and Us Shrtde, wMeh th4nigh mmg much 

quicker, is every note the very tune. 

When I was in my se'inlaen year, 

I was baith blythe and bonny, 
O the lads loo'd me baith hat and near. 

But I loo'd nana bat Joluaiy : 
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He gain'd my heart in twa three weeks. 
He qpake Me MfdM and kiBdfy ; 

And I imde Um aew gray breeks, 
That htted him most finely. 

He waiahfUDkliomeMow;. 
His hnmoMT was butik firank and £ree, 

His bonny locks sae yellow, 

like gowd they glittered in ae ; — 
His dimpl'd duB and rosy diedm. 

And face sae fair and ruddy ; 
And thenra-days his gray breeks, 

Was nnliwr aidd nor duddy.* 

Bat now< they're threadbare worn, 

They're wider than they wont to be ; 
The/re tashed4ikeyt and sair torn. 

And clouted sair on ilka knae. 
But gin I had a simmer's day> 

As I have had right monjf 
Fd make a web d new gray, 

To be breeks to my Johnny. 

For he's weel wordy o' them, 

And better gin I had to gie. 
And HI tak pains npo'.tbem, 

Frae fauts I'll striv^ to keep them free. 

* Baned. t Stained 
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To dead him \veel shall be my care. 
And pkise hki a' mytlndy;' 

Bat he maun wear the auld pair 
Awee, tho' they be duddy. 

For when the kd vm is his prinei 
like him tiiere was ne mon^. 

He ca'd me aye his bonny thing, . 

Sae wha woa'd na lo'e Johmiy ? 
So I lo'e Johnny's gray breeks. 

For a' the care theyVe gi'en me yet. 
And gin we live anither year, • 

Well keep Ihem hale betwen iit yet 

Now to conclude, — his gray breeks, 

ril«iiig them up wi' mirth and gke ; 
Here's locbto a' the gray stedn,* 

That show themsells upo' the knee ! 
And if wi' healtli I'm spared, 

A' wee while as I may, 
I shall hae them prepared, 

As well as ony that's o' gray. 
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MAT BTE, OR KATB OF ABEEDCBN. 

Kate of Aberdeen, is, I believe, the work of 
poor Cunningham the player ; of whom the follow- 
ing mrndottf though told befartf dmron a recital. 
J fat dignitary of the ekiimh emmng flmt Cwmmg^ 
ham one Suaday a$ the poor poet was busy plt^ng a 
fahing^rod m tome stream near Durham, his natioe 
comUry, his reoerettee reprimanded Cunmngham 
very severely for such an occupation on such a day. 
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The poor poety with tliat inoffensive gentleness of 
mannen which wm his peculiar d^acttmiie, re- 
j^iedf thai he hoped God and his reoereitee woM 
forgive his seeming profanity of that sacred dayy 
as be had no dinner to ea^ but wbat ky at the 
bottom of that pod r This, Mr. Woods, Oke 
player, who knew Cumdngham well, and esteemed 
him machf assured me was true.* 

• The Editor, on his way to Edinburgh, had an interview with 
the celebrated Bewick, of Newcastle, who favoured hira with 
the annexed interesting Portrait of CiiiUiiiighaBiy .which he drew 
two days before the Poet's death. 

Through life Bewick has possessed a vivid recollection of Cha- 
tmUTf and to this happy ftculty we owe some of the most vifor- 
ons productions of his pencil. The Poems of Coimiiigliafli were 
the deUght of his yonthfid mind; so nach lOi that he enphati*' 
cally dedared he vied to nad his venes with the saiae enthMfawn 
as otheis read tbeif pngrer-books and bibles^He mdhed after 
the Poet in tins streets of Nevc8stle» stopped, ioKeied befahidy , 
repassed him ; and in this manner, nnobierfed by the poor 
^yingBard, obtained the sketch ivhidi tiie Editor now prssenti 
to the pabUc. The little handkerchief, or mther the remains 
^ of a^Jiandkerchiefy in fab hand, contahied a hening, and some 
other small matter of food. 

Cunningham liad little consciousness of his own merit as a 
Poet) and seldom wrote but when urged by necessity. His 
highest ambition was to be considered a great Actor, for which 
he had ii<> rf qiiisitn cither of person or talents. When in Mr. 
Bates's con^Nui^ of cemediansi he had genendiy a benefit wght 
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The silver moon's enamour'd beam, 
Steals softly through the uigM^ ' 

To waBtM wik ffe frimfing ilDeafli> - 
And kiss reflected light. 

To beds of state go bahny sleep, 
(Tb whera yotfW aeldoai bew^) 

May's vigil while the shephci dis keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen ! 



at Nortli Shields, and being much beloved, numbers flocked to 
it from Newcastle. He would declare afterwards to his friends, 
with his usual naivete, that 80 CEOvdeil a house was drawn by his 
titeatrical eminence ! 

An occurrence not generally known giKve the first shock to this 
good man's heart. His volame of Poems was dedicated to Ctauv 
rick, whom in his admintion of tlwatfkal talent he woaldiMtii* 
iillyottMa flirt an iMeweriiti^ iiela%edipto 
the M otw p o l i i topienathii f s fc iw n to tUo o d i iliiiNwl d n i icter^ 
Ha iMT tain 2 aa^ wtooHkm. to hia 4Mi nknie* hi wes tniiBd 

terkk iMiMdacold ond ilately air; iniiltea Cwhqjjhin 
by behaving to Mm 01 to a eownoa beggar, and pm Um% 
eovpic of guineas, accompanied witii this^iiMcik: — PhAYWUf 
Sir, as well as Poets, are always povr." 

The blow was too severe for the Poet. He was so confused 
at tlie time, that he had not the use of his faculties, and indeed 
never recollected tliat he ought to have spurned the offer with 
contempt, till his best friend, Mrs. Slack, of Newcastle, remind- 
edhim of it by givuig hin a aomid bosoathaoai* when he re- 

^ ' taiaod 



Upon the green the virgins wait, 

In rosy chaplets gay, 
Till mom unbar her golden gate, 

And give the promised May. 
Methinks I hear the maids declare 

The promis'd May, when seen, 
Not half so fragrant, half so fair, 

As Kate of Aberdeen ! 

Strike up the tabor's boldest notes, 
We'll rouse the nodding grove; 

The nested birds shall raise their throats, 
And hail the maid I love : 



tamed once more beneath her sheltering roof, and related his 
sad story. 

The repulse, however, preyed deeply on his spirits, and drove 
him to that fatal resource of disappointment,— dram drinking. 

When he had money he gave it away to people in distress, 
leaving himself pennyless. His kind protectress, Mrs. Slack, 
Qsed to empty his pockets before he went out, of the little that 
was in them, as one takes halfpence from a school-boy to prevent 
him from purchasing improper trash : How illustrative of the 
childish simplicity of his character! 

From his emaciated appearance in this portrait, he might be 
supposed very aged ; yet from the inscription on his tomb-stone 
in the churchyard of St. John's, at Newcastle, it appears he was 
only 44 years old when he died. 

These particulars were collected from Mrs. Slack's daughter, 
and Mr. Thomas Bewick, both of Newcastle. 
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And see — the matin lark nmUkes, 
He qmtii the tofiad grew; 

Fond bird ! 'tb not the morning breaks, 
Tis Kate of Aberdeen ! 

Now lightsome o'er the levd mead. 

Where midnight hmes rove, 
Like them^ the jocund dance we'll lead. 

Or tone die leed to love: 
For see the rosy May draws uigli, 

She claims a virgin queen ; 
And hark, die happy shepherda erf, 
Tis Kate of AberdeeDP 



THB LASa OF. PATIB^a MILI.. 

In Sinclair's Statistical Account of Scotland, this 
iong is locaUzed (a verb I must me for want of' an- 
other to express my fdlaa) wmmhere m the North of 
Scotlandy and likewise is claimed by Ayrshire, — 
The following anecdote I had from the present Sir • 
fVilUam Cummgham, of Hbbertlandy who had it ' 
from the last John, Earl of London. — The then 
Earl of Loudon, father to Earl John, before men' 
tiotudj had Bamk^ at Loudon, and one dtg^ walk' 



SGI 

togaker bjf the banh of Irrine water, near 
' Nem-MiUi, at a phce yet called Patios Mill, they 

were struck with the appearance of a beautiful coun- 
try girL Hk lordthip obseroed, that she would be 
a fine theme for a song.-^Allan lagged behind m 
returning to Loudon Castle, and at dinner produced 
this identical sang. 

The kai 0f Patb's miU, 
' So bomiy, blyth, and.gaj;^ 
Inspitoof aUinyskiU, 
She stole my heart away. 

When tedding of the hay. 

Bare-headed on the greeo, 
Love 'midst her locks did play. 

And wantoii'd in her een. 

/ 

' Her ams wlufe, rouod, and snieodi^ 

Breasts rising in their davvn, 
To 9ge it would give youth. 

To pfess 'em widi fail hpod : 
Thro' all my spirits ran 

An ecstaqr of bliss, 
Whea I such sweetness ftnd 

Wf iipt in a bahnQr Uis» 
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Without the kelp of art^ 

like fioweiB which giaoe die uriM, 
She did hv fwwts iniMurt, 

Whene'er she spoke or smil'd. 
Her lobke tbqr wefe so mM, 

Free hem ifleeted pnk. 
She me to love beguil'd; 

I wiah'd her for my bride. 

O hedl «ll tiuir weddi, 

HOYBTOH^S high mOUBlMB^ filly 

Insur'cl laug hfe md health, 
' And pleaBure at ny wiM ; 
Fd pronube and Mfily 

That none but bonny she. 
The lass of Patie's mill 

Shon*d Aate die same wif me. 

* Thirty-three miles south-west of Eiaahmifh wiMitt the £ait 
of HiipetMift aiaes of ^ Md toad are. 
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THX TUEMIMSFIEB. 

Tme&E is a stanza of thu excellent song for local 
hummr, omitted m tki$ 9eltp'---4ahtn I him placed 

the astemms.* * 

Hersell pe highland shentleman, 
Pe auld M Pothwdi Prigi man; 

And mou) alterations seen » 
Amai^ te lawland whig, man. 

IBeX,^. 

Tint when her to the lawlands came, 
Nainaell was dri?iDg cowi^ man; 
There was nae hwa about him's nene^ 

About the preeks or trews, maa* 

Nainsell did wear the phikbeg. 

The plaid prick't on her shouder ; 
The guid claymore hung pe her pelt^ 
De piitol ahaig^d wi* ponder, 

* 

* Bums had placed the asterunu betwaeii Ilia 9tli and lOtU 
▼cneik Tha vena it liera nttorad. ' 
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But for whereas thege cursed preeluiy 
WlMmridi BMW nene be locked 

O hon! that e*er she saw the day! 
Fof a' her hoi^ghs be prakit. 

Efeiy iSa^ in de highlandt now 
T?e turned to altemtioD; 

The sodger dwall at our door-sheek^ 
And tat'« te great vexatioa. 

Sooted be tam't a Ninglnid nowy 

An' laws pring on de eager ; 
Nainsell wad durk him for hia deed»^ ' 
But ob ! . ibe Aar te io48ev« 

Anither kw came after dat^ 

Me never saw de like, man; 
They male a lang road on de crund. 

And ca' bim Ti$rnUmpike, mMk» 

An' wow I she pe a poimy roaci, 

Dke Louden corn-rigs, man ; 
Where twa carts may gang on her^ 
An' no pieak ithen legS| man* 

Hiey sharge a penny for ittca bone, 
(In troth, they'll no pe sheaper) ; 

For nought put gaen opo' the crund, 
And Aey gie me a paper. 



They tak the horse then py te heady 
And tere tey mak her stan, man ; 

Me tell tenif me hae seen te day, 
Tey had na sic comman\ man. 

Nae doubly Nainsell maun traw his purse. 
And pay tern what him likes, man ; 

I'll see a «hudgment on his toor ; 
Tat filthy Turaimspike, man. 

But I'll awa to the Highland hills, 
Where te'il a ane dare turn her, 

And no come near your Turnimspike, 
Unless it pe to pum her. 

Fal, 8cc. 



HIGHLAND LADDIE. 

As this was a favorite theme with our later Sco^ 
tish muses, there are several airs and songs of that 
name. That which 1 take to he the oldest, is to be 
found in the Musical Museum, beginning, I hae 
been at Crookie-den. *—-0/ie reason for my thinking 

♦ I hae been at Crookie-deHf^ 

My bonnie laddie, Highland laddie ; 
Viewing Willie and his men, 

My bonie laddie, Highland laddie. 



There 



* A volfar cant name for H^I. 
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of The auld Highland Laddie. — It is aUo known 6y 
the name of Jiqgiui Mmm^ wkick k « melUtmmm 

mmg qffawr wfioe tiansai, and seeme to be an ear* 

Iter song than Jacobite times. As a proof of this, 

» 

ii it kttle known to the peasantry bg the name of 
Hii^ilaiid LsddBe ; while eoery hoi^ ftfMMW Jioslaii 

Johnie. The song begins, 

Jinglan John, the xneickle man. 
Ha met vi' a kt» WM UyOie tnd bi«ie» . 

Another Highknd Iiuiklie it ako in the Mmeum, 

wA, V. which I take to be Ramsay s original, at he 
has borrowed the chorus " O boaie pigbland lad. 



There oar faes that bamt and slew. 

My bonie laddie, Highland laddie; 
There, at last, they gat their doe. 

My bonie laddie, HisbluMl laddie. 

< 

Satan sits in his black neuk, 
My bonie laddie, Highland laddie ; 

Breaking sticks to roast the Dnke, 
My bonie laddie. Highland laddie : 

Hie Mnidy iMiotter.gae a yell, 
' Uf bogAe ladme, Highkind laddie ; 

•Aai kmd Ihe hingh gaed round a' h^II r 
Vy bonie laddie, Highland laddie. ■ 

D 2 



* 



It eatkmiS' of three iimigas, hetii»th$dbnbr 

and has humor in its composition' — it is an excellent 
imt mmnemkat UcetUmm ttmg^Jt bqjim 

A*. I cam o'er Caimey- Mount, 

And down amang the bloomiog heather^ 

Thu 4dr, and the Higlibnd laddie^ -um 

only to be different sets. 

Atiother Highland Laddie, also in the Mitfeum, 
vol. ii- tke turn ^ Hvend Mcobite fragmenit. — 

One of these old songs to it, only exists,, as for as '/ 
know, in these Jour lines — 

Whare hae ye been a' day, 

Bonie laddie. Highland laddie f 
Down the back o' Bell's brae, 
CourCitt Maggie courtia Maggie. 

Another of liUs name u Dr. Amiiz beautifid air, 

called, the new Highland Laddie.* 



* Ha feUo nii f obtenratioB wit fiMnd in- a- 
took bdooging to Baras: 

The mgUmiUn^ PmretMS Skaif-Mwlr. 

« OL^ beHioa with at; tail, if thin Wm villi ai^ be 
■ttagaioilaij hilmmU k lm m ihiwtimkfimfiiwi' 
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THB OSNTLS SWAIN. 



To ting such a beautiful air to such execrable 
vene$9 4t dommgki ^ ^ ^ common utml 
'The Scots verses indeed are tolerable. 



TjRnr k an Anglo^SeoHsh produOion, but by no 
means a bad one. 



VAIREST OF THE FAIR. 

It ft too barefaced to take Dr. Percys ekarwh- 
ing song, and by the means of transposing a feu^ 
Engtisk wmds imto Scots, to ijfer to pom it for a 
Scots song, — / wa$ not a equa inied mUk the EUtot 
until the first volume was nearly Jiaished, else, had 
I knornn in tune, I mould Aane prevented such an 
impudent aiemrdkjf.^ 



ThCM are Dr. Pwf9 FngHih 

O Nancy, wilt thoa go with me, 

Nor sigh to leave the flaunting town? 
Can silent glens have charms for theci 
The lowly cot and niB«et gown? 



I 



« * THE BLAlTHfil^ O't, 

• 

Tm foUomwg i$ a mX ^ thk «mg^ wJUeAawi 
the earUest song I remember to have got by heart. 
When a child, an old woman mng it to me, aind I 
jpkkeditmpf€HPf$D9t49^/ir9tIiearu^ . 

O Willy weel I mind, I lent you my hand. 
To nng jna a toog which jon did me comnmiid ; * 
But my memory's to bad* I hid afanost Ibrgot 
That yoo caU'd it the geair and the Maithrie o't 



No loi^;er drest in silken sbeen^ 

No IoQg«r deck'd with Jewdt nrcy 
fl^Ty oulit4hmi^«wheoaKI^MaN^ 

Whwe Ihta w«fC ftiftH of ths Air* 

O Nancy, when thou'rt (kt away, 

Wttt tboa not cast a wish behind) * 
Siy, CMHt thoa Ace tlM paiahiai Of ^ 

Nor ihriak beftie wtaliy wiad? 

O can that soft and gentle mien 

Extremes of hardship learn to bear; 
Nor, sad, reieret each courtly scene, 

Wbeie tboa wert fidrat of tiia ftir? 

ONancy, 
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ril not sing dboiit rnnfnaonj ^^^^^^ «r prid«^ ' 
- TM ifaf alMal • Mdk was lor ft nitoOM 1^ 
. Fbr nrtiK ia'an OTMiamit tlHt tine wiy aem 

And preferable to gear and the blaithrie o't. 

• 

Tho' my lassie hae nae scarlets or silks to put on, 
We envy not the greatest that fits upon the tbroiie; 
I wad Tsdier hae mj lassie, tim^ she earn in her tmoA, 
* Than a princess the gear aad' the VkiOrie 9tt 



O VsMjy esast llwa loifs St tiaa» • 

Through perils keen wHh me to go ? 

Or when thy swain mibhap shall me, 
, To share with him the pangs of woeP 

• 

Will thoQaMome the imne^ care? 
Nor, wkMp tiMie gay lesMS recal, 
WhsM thsa ffctt iiiNSt of the fldrf 

And ^shen at last lliy lavs itas& die^ 
Wilt tboQ fsssive Us paniag bffsslk? 

W3t thsB rspfsis each stnig|iiiig sigky 
And cheemitb ODiles the bed of dsatb? 

And wilt tbsa a'ar lus hssathkis tirj 
Strew llowViy and drop tbe tender tear? 

Mse ihsa laasst Ihsss sesMs sa g^f^ 
WhswihsumUftlwiisf thsfth? 



t • 

/ 

« 

« 

Tho' we hae nae horses or menzie at command^ 

We 11^ toil on oiff and WU work wi' <Mr hand ; 

And when weafied wkhout icil^ v«W indit Mreetin 

any spot, • - . 

And we'll value not the gear and the blaithhe o't. 

If we hae ony babies, we'll count them as lent ; 

Uae we lews^ hae we mair, we will ay be content ; - 

For tlKytaf they Ine mair pteawre Uiat wina b^a 
groat. 

Than the niiser wi' his gear and the blaithhe o't^ 

r& not meddle wi' th* affidrs o' the kirk or the queen ; 

They're nae matters for a sang« let them sink let them 
swim, 

On your kiriL Til ne'er encroach, but TU hokl it still 
remote;, 

Sae tak this for the gear and the Utddirie o*t 



THE BLAITHRIE o't. 

Wkeb I think on tins warki's p^, 

^ And the litde wee share I have o't to myself. 
And how the lass that wants it is by tlie lads forgot, 
May the abame fa' the and the Uaithrie o't i* 

Seatfali aong, spokea wkea a yoaaf hMidiMii gM aMfiiesan 

ali man, upon the aocmmt of Ut wealth. 



■ 
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Jockie was the laddie that held the pleii|^ ^ 

lie dnflb nw mrar of me liMt wtttft 

.May \fi& shame fa' the gear aad the blaithrie o'tl' 

Jeony wwihftlaimtliatiiuickadtheb^ ' 

[But now she is clad in her silken attire. 

And Jockie says he lo'es her^ and swears he s me forgol^ 

3Iay tiie.dpiiis fa' the gew and the lilai^^ , 

But all this shall never daunton me, 

Sae lang's I keep my fancy free : 

For llie lad dwt's aae inoomtaiit, he's iM motiii a groal; 

May the shame fa' the gear and tlie blaithrie o't ! 



TWUDilOB. 



Th Ranua^s Teazle Miscellany/ he tdb 'ta 

that about thirty of the songs in that publication 
were the warkt of some ytwng gentlemen qfUsae^ 
quainiance; whkk tongs are marked with the letten 
D. C. *c*— Mr. T^tkr, of Woodhouselee, the 
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worthy and able defender the beauteous queen ^ 
ScoU, told me tiMtiBmmlpmmrM C, im l*g T6>> 
tfMBf wot^ the eomp^eiitoH e^ s Jiir* CiWKfford, €f 

the house of Ackinames, who was afterwards unfor-^ 
tunately drowned comtiijg from France. — jit Tytler 
was moet miimately acquainied with Allan Ramsay, 
I think the anecdote may be depended on. Of con- 
seqmence, the beautiful sot^ of Tweed Side » itCr. 
Crawford^s, and indeed does great honor to his po^ 
etical talents. He was a Robert Crawford; the 
Mary he collates, was Mary Stuart , of the Castle- - 
milk family,* afterwards married to a Mr. John 
'Relches, 

What beauties does Flora disclose ! 
How swe^are her amilet upoa Tweed! 

Yet Marys still sweeter than those; 
Both nature aod fmy exceed. 



nmatm €iBmg(mr, and UrdBkmkgi Ibr weJtavniMlUy 

vore perfect, in that species of composition, than ThoeeMiit 

** fi'hat beauties does Flora disclose f — " Go, jlamtvoe iound*;'*— 
and| **Did ever Swain a Nymph adore.** 

Lord WoodhoQselee's Remarks on the fVrUmg» 

' *lfftei«tfirtcibrte1lMiMte!apt8e6f|lMwfllAmlM 
HlHt Mr* W<hlt6f 8c0ttttMM ttii fOB|f to tavo beeawifttMi<te 
%sum ^wM^haf, %MSimMmffimm8tstt. 
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» 

Kbrdiiiy, nor jwyitt iilaJjing mmj 

Nor Tweed gliding gently thix>ugh liboeey 
Siich beauly aad pleatm 4oai ]fkUU ' 

The warblers are heard ui the grove. 

The linnet, the lark, and the thruihj 
. The hbckbinit nnd tweet coocog cim^ 

With music enchant ^ery bush. 
Come, let us go forth to the mead. 

Let ^8 tee how Ae priaacgtet.tiMnsg^ 
Well lodge m tottie ifillage m Tweed, 

And love while the fealher'd foUu tiii^. 

How doit mj love past tbe kmg daj ? ' 

Does Mary not tend a few sheep f 
Do they never carelessly stray, 

While hapi^jr the liet arieep? 
Tweed's murmurs should lull her to rest ; 

Kind nature indulging my bliss^ 
To relieve the toft paint of my |>r€att| 

I'd steal an ambrosial kiss. 

• 

Ht the doet the vifgiBt esieel,. 

No beanty widi her may compare ; 
Love's graces around her do dwell ; 
She'i Aittily whete Ihotttaidt iie fidr. 
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* Say, cfamery wlwre do tiiy flocks ttamjf \ 

Oh! tell me at noon -where they feed; 
S)isU I seek them on sweet windkig Taj, 
Or die pleassnter banks of Ae Tweed? 

/ haoe utn a mmg, ealUng itself the iniginal 
Tweed Side, and said to hate been composed hy a 
Lord Yester. It consisted of two stanxas, of which 
I still recollect the fii^. 

When Maggy and I was acquaint^ 

. I carried my noddle fti' hie ; 
If Sit lintwhite on a' the green plain. 

Nor gowdspink sae happy as me : 
But I saw her sae fair, and I io'ed ; 

I Woo'dv hut I came nae great speed; . 
So now I mann wander abroad. 

And lay my banes far frae the Tweed.* 

r • 

« 

* The last stanza runs thus EkI* 

To if eiggy my love I did USH^ 

Saut tears did my passion express, 
Alas ! for I loo'd her o'erwell, 

An' the women loo sic a man less, * 
' - . Her heart it was frozen and caald, 

Her pride had my ruin decreed ; 
Therefore I will wander abroad, 

And Iqr my banes Ar iiae tbe Tweed* 
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THX BOATIB BOWB. 

The author of the Boatie Rows, was a Mr, Ewen 
Abi^'deen, It is a charming ditpl/^ qf womanly 
^gfedkm tmn gl mg writi ike eanemU ami occ ij P Bfiam 
of Hfe, It is nearli^ equal to There's nae luck 
about the houae. 

0 weel may the boatie row. 
And better may she speed; 
And leesome may (he boatie torn 
That wins my bairns bread : 

The boatie rows^ the boatie rows. 
Hie iKMtie rowa indeed; 
And weel may the boatie row 
That wins the bairns bread. 

1 cut* my tine m Iju]py bay. 
And fishes I catch'd nine; 

There was three to boil, and three to frj, - 

And throe to bail tlie Kne : 

Tbe boatie ff0#v^ 4ie boatie lowi^ 

The boatie rows indeed; 

And Impff be lot of a' 

Who widiet her to speed. 

• GaitF-JIW AbtfiMlMa tUM. 
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O weel may the boatie row, 

.That filk u.hmfj ateAJ^ 

And deads us a' free head to toti. 

And buys our porridge meal : 
The boatie rows, the boatie ram. 
The boatie tovn mdeed; 

And happy be the lot of a* 
That wish the boatie speed. 

When Jamie von^A he would be nia^ 

And wan frae me my heart, 

0 mticJde lighter g;rew aiy creel^ 
He swore weM never part: 

Hie boatie rows, the boatie wm. 
The boatie rows fu' weel ; 
And muckle %hlar is the loadi . 
When km bean up the creel* 

My kurtch I put upo' my hisa^y 
And dress'd mysel' law; 

1 true »y heart was doof aaT wn^ 
When Jamie gaed awa: 

But wed may the boatie f^w. 
And IwAy be her part; 
And hghtsome be the lassie's cars^ 
That yields an honest heart* 

• Am. m^mm 

^^^^^^ ^^^^^^^^^ ^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 
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WImh Stwney^ Jock, an' Janetie, 

Are op and fpotten lear. 

They'll help to gar the boatie row, 

And Ugiiteii a' our oure: 

Hm boatie rows, ^ boatie rows> 

TTie boatie rows fu' weel; 

Anit ^^ty^mA be her heart that beam 

ThamduB^ iwl iba cmL 

And ^9Aim in* age we're worn down, 

* And hirpling round the door, 

Theyll row to keep ut diy and warm^ 
As we did them before: — 

Then weel may the boatie row. 
She iMrios the baims bread; 
And bappy be die lot of a' 

That wish the boat to speed! 



THX HA»T MASRIAOa. 

Jnothmm, itU «fry pretty Jtigh»S€Oimk pme.* 

* Hie Editor subjoins thii aopg as a £ur ipecimen oS these 
Aaglo-Scotiih prodactions. 

Hour Itet hat aqr tone beeoi «lMitj03rslMveIknow% 
fiace fffiWochli soft boodige laade jMsy my eiva! 
80 joyflil my hctrtii, io tasy my chain, 
llMl Aeeim li tMMcii^ fliii lefing a pate. 

Thro* 



I 
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THB P08IB. 

. It appears evident to me that Oswald composed 
his itoslin Casde on the modulation of this air: — In 
the second part of Oswald's, in the three Jirst bars, 
he has other hit on a wonderful similarity to, or 
else he has enHrefy borrowed th^ three Jirst iars of the 
old air; and the close of both tunes is almost exactly 
the same. The old verses to which it was sut^. 



Thro* walks grown with woodbines, as often we atrajy 

Around us our boys and girls frolic and play : 
How pleasing their sport is ! the wanton ones see 
And borrow their looks from my JjBSsy and me. 

To tiy her fweet temper, oft tfaDCs am I seen 
In reveb all day widi Che nymphs on the green: 

Tlio' painfol my absence, my doubts she beguiles. 
And meets me at night with complacence and smiles* 

What Ifao^ on her cheeks the rose loses its hne» 
Her witand good homoor Moom all the year thro^; . 
Time stilly as he ffies, adds, increase to her troth. 
And gives to her mind what he steals firom her yoath. 

Ye shepherds so gay> who anke lo?e to ensnare^ 
And cfaeaty with ftbe irows, the too crednloas ftir 
In seaichf^ true pleasaxey how vaia^ yon nanU 
To hold it for life, you must find it at home. 



% 
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nAem I t9oh dmm tk€ naUiJram a country girPt 
wnee had no great merit. -^The following i» a^ 

Thefe was apnetty M*y,* and a miDdn she wejit; 

Wi' ber red rosy cheeks, and her coal-black hair : 
And she has met a young man a comin o'er the beiit^ • 
, With a double and adieu to tbec fair May. 

O where are ye goin, my ain pretty May, 
Wi' thy red rosy cheeks, and thy coal-black hair ? 

Unto the yowes a milkiD, kind sir, she says, ' 
With a double and adieu to thee Ikir May. 

What if I gang alang wi* thee, my ain pretty May, 
Wi* thy red rosy cheeks, and thy coal-black hair; 
Wad I be aught the warse o' that, kind sir, she aty9. 

With a double and adieu to thee lUr Mi^. 

Ice te. 



THB POSI£. 



Ohne^ venture in, where it daur na weel be 
O luve will venture in, when wiadom ance has been, 
B«t I win doiwn yon nm rove, amang the wood sae 
green, 

-And a' to pu' a imsie to my ab daar May. 
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The primme I will pu', the finding o'tfae year. 

And 1 will pu' the pink, the emblem o* my dear, 
For she's the pioiL o' womankiody and blooms with- 
out a peer; 

And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

« 

I'll pu' the budding rose, when Phoebus peeps in view. 
For it's like a bmimy kiss o* her srweet bonie moa; 
The hyadnthV for constancy wi' it»iniehanging blue> 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

The lily it is pure, and the lily it is lair. 

And in her lovely bosom I'll place the lily there ; 

The daisy's for simplicity and unaffected air. 
And a* to be a posie to my aiu dear May. 

The hawthorn I will pu', wi' its locks o' siller giey> 

Where, like an aged man, it stands at break o' day. 
But the songster's nest within the bush I winua tak 
away; 

And a' to be a posie to mj ain dear May. 

The woodbine I will pu', when the e'ening star is 



And the diamond drape o* dew shall be her e'er aae 

clear ; 

The violet's for modesty which weel.she £a's to wear, 
And a' to be a pom to my ain dear May. 



* 

I'll tie the pone jroynd wi tbe sUken band o' luvei 
And m place il in her bieti^ and 111 swevr by e* 

above, 

That to my blest dnuight o' life the band ihall neTer 
reoMivey 

And this will be a posie to mjf ain dear May. 



maby's dream. 

Hue Mary here alluded to is generally supposed 
to be Miss Mary Macghie, daughter to the Laird 
of Airdif m Galhmy, Tk€ poet wag a Mr. 
Alexander Lowe, who likewise wrote another beaU' 
tifid 909tg, called Pompey's Ghost — / have seen a 
poeiie epUtk from km im North America^ where he ^ 
now is, or lately was, to a lady in Scotlaud. — By 
the strain of the verses, it appeared tluU the^ aliude 
to' some love disappoinimeni. ^ 

The moon had climbM the highest hill. 

Which rises o*er the source of Dee, 
And from the eastern summit shed 

Her alver tight on towV and tree : 
When Mary laid her down to sleep, 

Her thoughts oul6andy far at sea ; 
When soft and low a voice was heard. 

Saying, Mary weep no more for me. . 

E 2 



She IWmii lier ptilofw gently raised 

Her head to ask, who there might bt ; 
She saw young Sandy diiv'riiig t^md. 

With visage pale and lioHow eye ; 
^ O dear, cold is my clay, 

. 'It lies beaeatii a stormy sea; 
' Far, far fix>m diee, I sleep in deadi ; 

' So, Mary, weep qo more for me. 

* Three stormy dgbts and stcnmy days 

* We tossed upon the raging fndn ; 

' And long we strove our bark to save, 

* But all our striving was in vain. 

* E'en then when horror chill'd niy blood, 

' My heart was filled with loVe for thee : 

* The storm is past, and I at rest; 

' So, Mary, weep no more for me* 

' O maiden dear, thyself prepare, 

* We soon shall meet iipon Aat shore, 

* Where love is free from doubt and care, 
' And thou and I shall part no more F 

Loud crow'd the cock, the Aadows fled. 

No more of Sandy could she see ; 
But soft the passing spirit said, . 

Sweet Maiy, weqp no more for mel*^ 
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TUB JOI*LT BBOGAR* 

Said to have been composed bj/ King James,* on 
a frolic of ki$ mn. 

There was a jolly beggar, and a begging he was boun'. 
And he took up his quarters into a iand'ait town. 
And wflU gfomg nae matr a roivimg, 

Sae laie into ihe night, 
And well gang nae mair a roving j boys. 
Lei the moon Mne nfer sae bright I 

He wad nddier ly in hm, nor yet wad he in byre. 

But in ahint the ha' door, or else afore the fire, 
And w^U gang nae mair, 4rc. 

The begpuf's bed was nade at ^co m* good dean 

straw and hay, 
And in ahint the ha' dooTji and there the beggar lay. 
And will gang nat mmr, Sfc. 

* IhisFriBceCwIioMdMBactor Dr. Vttcy tUoks Ibr wit wd 
tibertSnita bcaii a grsat fssMabhiice to of Mi pij mccfsr 
.aiiilfiJI.)«apflalai ftrstrtWNI tteit Ms ^mmkminm^ 
fBhe, aad for Mifte q ac Bt griliatrioowith coaatiyffrii. It is 
of tlM pi e s ef i t IjoPad tfwt Jlr. Waipole Ium nmfkt4, iSktnh 
sonettiing very loAeroas ia llie yoQQK woDnn^ diitioM wlieD rf^ 
thoai^ hor jfait fiwows h s ibiSB IN om away npoa a bo m a r . 
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Up nke the good mao's docbler, tnd for to bur tbt 

And there she saw the beg^ staodio the floor. 
And we*U gang nae nutir, Sge. 

He took the lassie in his arms, and to the bed he ran, 

O hooly, liooly wi' me, sir, yell waken our goodmani 
And we'll gang nae mair, Sfc* 

The beggar was a ciinnin lopii^ and ne'er a word he 
spake, 

' Until he got his turn done, syne he began to orack. 
And we'll gang nae mair, ige. 

Is there ony dogs into this town? maiden^ tell me true, 
And what wad ye do wi' them, my hinny and my 
> dow? 

jdnd well gang nae mair, S^c. 

. They'll rive a' my mealpocks, and do me meikle 
wrang, 

O dool for the doing o'l! are ye the puir man? 
And Willi, gang nae mair, Sfc. 

Then she took up the mealpocks and dang them o'er 
the waV 

Thedeil gae wi' the mealpocks, my maidenhead and a'. 
And we'll gang nae mair, Sfc. 
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iiook.ye £>r some gendenan, at ktst the laird of 
Brodie;* 

O dool for the doing o't ! are ye the puir bodie ? 

And we'U gang nae fnair, Sfc. 
» 

He took the lassie in his arms, aud gae her kisses 
three^ 

iM^d ibiir-aiid4weiit3r bmider merk to pay the mirice- 

fee, 

And we^U gang nae maip, Sfc. 

He took a horn frae his ttde^ and blew hailfa loud 

and shrilly 

And ^Mir-aiMMwenty bdted kni^^ oime 8k^|^q|; 
oWthehiU, 

And well gang nae mair, ^c. 

• In the course of a most interesting conversation wliicb 
the Editor had with Mrs. Murray, (married to Dr. Murray, 
of Bath), authoress of the celebrated song of ^' Roy's Wife of 
Aldivalloch," the present song became tbeaiil(iecU>f her remarlu 
She observed, I have been told it ¥r8B an ancestor of tlie pre- 
lent Brodk, of Bfodie, who is mentioiied in this old ballad. 
That fiunfly it cue of the oldest tad most lumoanble in the 
Norther 8eolluMl^^The pfeient LaM, wiumi I Innre kmiwn 
X and respected ftr mny y«an^ ftlli neiliing short ii Mgr</ the 
foodqwiBtiesof Us ancestois; end it is aldgii gtalificiaieB,tn 
me to knonr HhiI liiein ere many young H^ w li s i to coiitinne lip 
Hipe of that moat lespejctfibfa da^." 
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And he took out his little knife, loot a' his duddiei^ 
And he'iwdie fanimst gendesun dwtimsinang 

them a\ . 

we*U gang nae mmr, tfc. 



The beggar was a diver looa, and be lap flhoulder 

height, ' 

O ay for sicken quarim as I gst yestenii^i 
And w^ll gang me fawir, i^c* 



THE MAID THAT TEHD8 THB CROATS. 



This Dudge(m is a resectable farmer's son in 
BetfBrickskire, 



I WI9B MY ItOTK WERE IN A MIEE. . 

J NJEiVMR heard more <^ the words qf ibis M 
mng tlumtketiiU. 

' * Ragged cloathiiig. 



AUAN WATSB. 

Tms AUan Walter^ wkkh the cmnpom of the 

music has honored with the name of the air, I have 



VAKBT WOO. 

This is a very pretty song ; but I fancy that the 
fatt haLf Uanza, as well oi the time it^eff, are much 
aUer than the reet of the words. 

» 

Tarry woo, tarry woo, 
Tarrjr woo is ill to s|hd ; 
Card i| wdl, card it wdl, 
Card it welj ere ye begin. 
Wheo 'tia canfed, row'd and agrnkf 
Than the worik ia luAeoB dooe ; 
But when woven, drest and clean, 
It maj be cleariing for a queen* 

Sing, my boimy haimleas i^eep, 
TkuX feed upon Ae moimtaiDni etetf, 
Bleating sweetly as ye go. 
Thro' the winter'a frost and snow} 
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Hart, andhynd, and fallow-deer, 

No be haff so useful are : 

Fiae king? to him that hads the fi<Ofw, 

Aie dl obliged to tany woo» 

Up, ye shepherds^ dance and skip. 
O'er the hilla and vallies trip, 
Sing up the praise of tarry woo. 
Sing the flocks that bear it too ; 
Harmless a e a t u fea vidKmt blame. 
That dead the back, and cram the wame. 
Keep us warm and hearty fou$ 
Leese me oo the tan^ woo* 

How happy is the shepherd's life. 
Far frae courts, and free of strife. 
While the gimmers bleat and bae. 
And the lambkins answer mae : 
No such music to his ear j — 
Of thief or fox he has no fear; 
Sturdy Kent and CoUy true, 
Will defend the tarry woo. 

He Eves content, and envies none; 

Not even a monarch on his throne^ 
Tho' he the royal sceptre sways^ 
Has not sweeter faolidap. 
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Who'd be a king, can ony tell, 
WlieD a shepherd magjB aae weU ^ 
Sings 8M WfSHy and pays hia due, 
With hooest heart aud tarry woo. 



6RAMACHB££, 

* • 

TBE^tong of Gramachree woi eompo§ed by a 

Mr. Poe, a cowuelhr in Dublin. This anecdote 
I had from a gentleman who knew the lady, the 
Mo%/' mho it the tulgect of the mng, and to 
whom Mr. Poe »ent the first manmeript of hit mo^ 
beautiftU verses. I do not remember any single Une 
that hat more true pathos than^ 

How can she break that honest heart that wears her m 
its core! 

3ui at the tong it Irithf it had mMng to do in 
thit collection. 

* Hm ttoai^t coBlriatd in ttesi tps BafltisaaiBliatkHior 
uymmht%e»MMee9 0i^^Tk9Wtkfr'f*kksmsio 
teafliMlhatmlh «f Baiart obscmtUMi oa llw tie^ti^Tknf 
Waa.*-^AI. 
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THJ^ collier's BONIE LASSIjg. 

Tmie first ha^ iUima is muck older than the da^ 
of JRamMty. — The old words began thus: 

The collier has a dochler, and, O, she's wonder bonie ! 
A laird he was that sought her, rich baith in lands aod 
money. 

She wad hae a laird, nor wad die be a lady ; 

But she M ad hae a collier, the color o' her daddie. 



MY AIN KIND DEARIE^O. 

0 

TfiS old pord* qf this song are omitted here, 
though much more beamHfid than these inserted; 

which were mostly composed by poor Fergusson, in 
one of his merry humors. — The old words began 
thus: 

rU rowe thee o'er the lea-rig. 

My ain icind dearie, 0« 
ril rowe thee o'er die lea*rig. 

My ain kind dearie, O, 
Altho' the night were ne'er s^ie wat. 

And I were ne'er aae fpeary, O, 
rowe thee o!er the leanng. 

My ain kmd dearie, 
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Y&STSLE&H 1 HAD A PINT OF WiMB. 

/ THINK this is the best lovesong I ever 
pased^ 

Tone B ahki or Bahma. 

\ 

Yestreen I had a pint o' wine, 

Apboe nAme bodf saw na; 
Yestreen lay on this breast o' mine 

The gowden locks of Anna. 
The himgiy Jew in wildenien, 

Rgoicita^ o*er Us nmm. 
Was naething to niy hiiiny bliss 

Upon the lips of Anna. 

Ye monarchs tak the east and west^ 

Frae Indas to SavanmUi! 
Gie me widiin my straining grasp 

The melting form of Anna. 
Theie 1% despke imperial dhamis^ 

An empfess or sttltana^ 
While dying raptures in her arms 

I give and take with Anna ! 

Awa thou flaunting god o' day ! 
Awa thou pale Diana! 

• Ilk iitar gue hide thy twinkling ray 
When I'm to meet my Anna. - 



62 

* 

Come^ in thy raven plumage. Night, 
(SuBy mooDy and stan wiAdrftwn ;) 

And bring an angel pen to write, 
My transports wi' my Anna. 



UAMY SCOTT, THE FLOWBB OV TAREOW.* 

Mr. Robertson in his statistical account of the 
fOfitk of Seikirk, ugfi, thai Maty Scott^ tkeFkmer 
of Yarrow f ttas deteended from the Dryhope, and 
married into the Harden family. Her daughter 
wat married to a predecemr of the prtient Sir 

• ^ Near the loiMTttlMity of St. Italy's Liike, (a bean^ ' 
ahset of ivater, fimaiBgllie tass mi r from mbUk tha Tanoir 
takas hi toafcOt) uw. Ilia rains of Dryhope tower, tha hMth 
place of Mary Scott, 4iaoghtar of PlUlip Scott of Ihryliope^ wmi 
ftmoQs by Hm traditioBid name of the Flower of Yarrow. She 
was loanied ts Walter Seott of BMea, no Icm leaowned ftr 
Us depredatkMii, than his hride ftr her beaaty. Her roauuitfte 
appdhtkm was, hi hitter days, with equal jnstice, conferred oa 
Miss Mary Lilias Scott, the last of the elder branch of the Har- 
den family. Mr. Scott, in a note to Marmimy proceeds to re- 
late that, * he well remembers the talent and spirit of the latter 
Flower of Yarrow, though age had then injured the charms 
which procured her the name; and that the words usually sung 
to the air of Ttveed-ridef beginning, ' What beauties does Flora 
diadoae/ wfira cmmMMed in her himoar.' 
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Francis Elliot, qf Stobbs, and of the late Lord 
Heail^ieU. 

There is a circtmtstance in their contract of mar- 
fiage that merits attention, as it strongly marks the 
fniatwy spirii of fhe Ufm, — Tie faiher'4t^4^ 
agrem to keep kb iaughier, for $ome time after the 
marriage i for wJiich the son-in-lazo hinds himself to 
ghe hm theprqfiu of the JirU Michaelmat-moaulf^ 

• TtetfaMiriMI tite wmm twoptw —d otMe^dtfvcw oa the 
Wrckn bcfM their aiilttly depredatioaB. OitllMtaaHiig for- 
mudf wit a Oere fong^ eipeditioB; and it liat been icoMk* 
•d» Ikat Buuiy of thabert ftmUietintiieNorthcHi tia^etiieii' 
dMccDt finom tfaete daring tons of the nwantaina. The prodoea 
(by way of a dowry to a laird's daaghter) of a Michaelmas-mocnj 
is proverbial > and by the aid of Lochiers lanthorn (the moon) 
these exploits were the most desirable tilings imaginable. Nay, 
to this day, a Highlander that is not a sturdy moralist, does not 
deem it a very great crime to lift (such is the phrase) a sheep 
now and then. If the reader be curious to contemplate one of 
these heroes in the cradle^ he may read the following Highland 
kaUm, or Nursery Song : It is wildly energetic and strongly 
characteristic of tbe rode and nnciiUivited mannwi of tim 
Jfoider IihiiMtii 

Hee, balou, my sweet wee Donald^ 
Picture o' the great Clanronald ! 
Brawlie kens our wanton chief, 
Wha got my young Uig^Uaud thief. 

Leeae 
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DOWN TU£ BURN, DAVIE. 

/ SAVE bun informed, tknt tke ime of Down 
Ae BorDy Dam^ the composition of David 
Maigh, keeper of the Mood slough hounds* Mbiy. 
ing to the Laird of lUddel, in Tweeddak. 



me on thy bonny craigie ! 
An' thon live, thou'll steal a naigie; 
Travel the country tliro* and thro'. 
And bring hamt a CarlUle eow. 
Thro' tbelnvbndf, o'ertbelionler, 
Weel, my babie, may Hmni flttder: 
Heny the lomu o* tbe laigh cooutrle;— 
Syne to the HSgUamh hame Id me f 

• In the Sooth of 8eotl»d, eipeeidlj hi the eomities adjoir^ 
Mmi^ thew k miolfaer dof of a marvellons nature, 
eM Mheanda (tidsb fanproper, according to Jamieson; it 
to be 8kM4Mia), because, when their masters are rob- 
rf^ MU whether it be horse, sheep, or neat, Umt is stolen 
Ma thea^ faaiaediately tbey pursue the scent of the tWef, fbl- 
^ l*a or them through all sorts of ground, aud water, tiH 
^ find hm, out aud seize him; by the benefit wheteof the 
fwwB are often recovered again. 

J^'s But. qfGrm Brit. 1799. p^ifid. 
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And broom bloom'd fair to see ; 
When Mary was compleat fifteen, 

And love fami^'d inlier efe; 
Blythe Davie's blinks her heart did niove> 

To speak her mind tlius free, 
Ganig dmn the Imm Davk, low, 

Jnd I AaUfMm tkti9. 

Now Dme did 6tch kd awrpaasy 

That dwak on yon Irani ode, 
And Mary was the bonniest hiss^ ; i 

JttsI meet to be a bride ; 
Her cheeks were rome, red sand white/ * 

Her een were bouie blue ; 
Her* looks were like Aurora bright. 

Her lips like dropping dew. 

As down the bum they took their way, 
What tender tales they said ! 

His cheek to her's lie aft did lay. 
And with her bosom play'd; 

• # # # 



vol.. u 



Digitized by Google 



«8 

And nattking tiue unmeet ; 
For, guying litm^ I bewd ten 

They lik'd « wdk m meet ; 
And that they aften ^ould retoni^ 

Skpleam^toitMW; 
Quolli Mary, Love, I U16 fmHen, 

And ay shall follow you*;*' 



BLINK o'bE the BURN, firBBT ^EXtT. 

The M words, aU thai I remember, are,'^ 

Blink over the burn, sweet Betty, 

It U a cauld winter night ^ 
It rains, it haUs, it thundein!, 

The moon she giea nae tight ; 
It's a' for the sake sweet Betty, 

That ever I tint my way ; 
Sweety let iBBfelitt beyond tfaieir^ 

Until it be Vmk 0^ d»y.-^. 

• ThelattlbiirliiMtof ihe ^titdtlbum, bdngsoiMeiiliitoV 
jeeticmlile in poiBt of dellcMy, are ^HailtM. Bwoi attend 
thcM lines. Had his alteration been attended Ui ami 
succeM, it would have been adopted. 
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jOW BcAQr. inll iMte my bMdL 
' And Betty arilibmr my il^ 

And Betty will be my love. 
When I come over the dale : 

Blink om the bum, fweet Betty, 
Blink ofer the bom te me. 

And while I bae life, deurhwie. 
My ain sweet Betty thou's be« — 



THBBK'j KAK I.UCK ABOUT THB HOVSB. 

This is one of the most beautiful songs in the 
Scats, or aim/ other language* — The two Una, 

And will I see his face again ! 
And will I bear him apeak ! 

as wM as the tmo preeadmg ones, are msrptaltii 
dhmt ftgr miy rUqf lever hiard or read: and the 
Ksus, 

The present moment is our aii^ 
The neist we never saw^ 

* 

oHworthjfi^ tkefntfOa^ — It i$ bmg posterior ta 
Bamseq^s days.'^ Jbosa the gear 177 1» or 79,, iti 
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eame first on ikt UrtiU m a baUad; and Imi^pfm 
the composition of- tke song was notmuek antenor 

to that period.* • 



And are ye sure the news is true 1 

And are ye sure he*s weel ? 

Is this a time to talk wwrk i 

Ye jads, lay by your wheel t 

Is this a time to talk of wark^ 

Whea Coliu's at the door i 

Gie me my cloak ! Fll to tlie quay. 

And see him come ashore. 

For there s nae luck about the house^ 

There's nae luok aooi 

ner^s little pleasure in the housep 

When our gudeman's awa. 

Rise up, aod mak a clean fire-side. 
Put on the muckle pat ^ 

iadie dittMter of a Mm1mi*9 Wjft) wsi a J«m Jtoiy wbo 
iaitractiedaftwciiildrenia tnobwoievillH^of ft^^ and 
who, after waodariiv about fimn place to plaec^ and aperieae* 
lag a variety of baiddiiiw aad nuafbrtoiiety died ia extrene 
wretchedneM ia the workhooie at Glaigowy ia the year 176& 

A more detailed accoont of this extnordiaaiy womaa nuy bo 
aeenia tbe Appendis^ mariced (a), -at llie ead ofihliYolaBie. 
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Gie little Kate Imi cottOQ gtm^ 
Aod Jock luf.Bundl^f^ obiit ; 
And mak their shooii as black m slaet. 
Their hose as white, as snaw; • 
Ifa a' to flmmmymt gmfanMB,. 
He likes to see.tfiem.bniw. 

For there'i nae luck, Sge. 

There is twa hens vipon the bauk, 

Sbeen fed this month and mair ; 

Mak baste aiid thra their necks about. 

That Colin weel may fare ; 

And spread the toble neat and dean^, 

Gar ilka thkig look 1»raw ; 

It^s a' for love of my ^deman^— -> 

For he's be^ long awal 

Far then^s nae luck^ ifCp 

O gie me down my bigonets, 

My bishop saHin\go>a«^ 

For I mann Hie baiKA wife 

That Colin's come to town ; . 

My Sunday's shoon they^ joann gae on^ 

My hose o* peail bloa^ . 

• It's a* to please my ain gudeman^ 
for he's baith leel and true. . ' i 



His very foot has music in*t, 
When he comes up the stair : 
And nail M kit ine i0Mil 
Aod will I hear him speak! 
I'm downright diziy with the thcw^gbty 
. In troth I'm like to gml! 

For therfy nae luck, 8fc, 

The cauld bbtta of the winter wind. 
That thrilled diro' my heart. 

They're a' blaun by ; I hae him safe^ 

Till death we'll never part; 

But what pots parth^ in my head f 

It may be far awa ; 

The present moment i* our ain^ 

The neist we aem saw i 

For there's nae luck, SfC. 

Since Cobi'a wrii^ ivell oeirtB^ 
Ihae nae aMT M erave } 

Could I but live to mak him hhui^ 
fin bteehooa the laeti 
AAd ^ I aee hb ite againi 

And will I hear him speak ! 

I'm downright dingf witk the thoiib^ 

IntnditailDeic^fpeitl 
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JOHN hat's bonis LASSIE. 

Jojor Hi^$ Bm€ Lmh wm dtmi^him Johm 

Hay, Early or Marquis of Tmeddale, and late 
Countess Dowager of Soximttgk, — She died at 
Broamlandij near 
gmn 1720 and 1740, 



THB BONIS BRUCKBT LA88IB. 

The idea of this song is to me very original: the 
two first lines are all of it that is old. The rest of 
ike mmgf m meM a$ ^ftme mngs m ih€ Maseuii 
marked are ^ workr of an olhcwre, tippling, 
but extraordinary body of the name of Tytler, com^ 
monly knomn hjf the nmne^BMooaTytler, from 
hh kaomg projected m haUoon: A mortal, who, 
though he drudges about Edinburgh as a common 
frmter, with ieakf ekoee, a ^y4ight€d hat, and 
knee buckles 09 mnUta a$ 'Oeorge-by^kO'Crraca^'' 
God, and Solomon-the'Son-of- David ; yet that 
.sasno ufiskniown drunken mortal is ja^hqr ^nfl^cifo^ 
fikr of thre^^imtkc pf gmm Xvt^ 
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peiia Britanmca, whkh he am^foud half a 
guinea a weekt* 

The booie bnicket lasaie 
Slicf 8 l>kie beneatii (he e'en \ 

She was the fairest lassie • * 

That danced on the green : ' 
A bd lie looM her deariy^ 

She did his love return ; 
But he his vows has broken, 
• And 1^ her for to iBoiini. 

My shsipe^'' she says^ was haQdaome, 

My £ice was fair and dean; 
Birt now rm boiue hruckel;^ 

And blue beneath the e'en : . . 

My eyes were bright and sparkliog, . 

Qefore Ifaat tfiey tnni'd blue ; 
But now they're dull widi we|qpiqg| 

And a', my loye^ for you. 

... % 
My person it W!ia oomdy^ 

My shape, they said, v^as neat; 

But BOW I am ^piite chapgVi, 

My stays they TOm-aMset: 

* An ateovBt of tlus eccentric character is printed in t|ie 
Appendix to tbid volume^ marked (b ), 
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A' night I sleeped soundly, 
Mj mind was uever sad ; 

But now my rest is brolc€ii) 
Wr tUnUiig o' my ltd. 

O could I live in darknesSf 

Or hide me in the sea. 
Since my love is unfaithful, 

And has forsaken me ! 
No other love I suffered 

Witfua my breast to dwell ; 
In nought I have offended, 

But loviQg him too welL" 

Her lover heard her mourning, 

As by he chanc'd to pass. 
And pressed unto his bosom 

The hmly bmefcet lass : 

My dear," he said, " cease grievingi 

Since that your love*s sae tnie^ 
My boflie bmclcet lassie 

111 fidtfaful prove to you,'' 
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SAB MEE^Y Af W£ TWA ^^'fi BSSN. 

■ 

This song is beautiful. — The chortu in particular 
is truly pathetic* — I uffver could kam aty thing of 
in author. 

A lass dial ms laden ^tii eara 

Sat heavily under joa diom ; 
I listen'd awhile for to hear, 

Whendius she b^gan for to mouni : 
Whene'er my dear shepherd was diere. 

The birds did melodiously sing, 
And cold ni|^phig winter did wear 

A iace dnt resmbled 4ie sprii^. 

Sae in^ny fff tf^ twf^ Aoe 

My heart it i^ lihfqr to br^k, 
Whenltiig/fmtk^mt^Aft^^ 

« 

Out flocks feeding dose by his ride, 

He gently pressing my hand, 
I ww'd die wide woild in its pride^ 

And lau^M at die pomp of eommand ! 
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My dear^ he would oft to me say, 

Oil ! i9hj do yon ihm tarn may 

- From him who is dying for thee ? 

But now lie is from my ngbt, 

Periiaps a decriver my prove, 
Which makes me lament day and nighti 

That ever I giMMed my low. 
At eve, when fest of (he Iblk 

Were merrily seated to spin, 
I set myaelf under an oak. 

And heavily li^hed fiir him, 

Sae fnerty, ifc. 



THE BANKS OF FQKTH, 

This air u Osmuld'^. 



Tma imdem diiqg ^ Ptntoiaii'f could never 
pats far old but among the sheer ignorani* Whai 
Poet aj the olden time, or indeed of any time, ever 
midorfmaem^Miigiaetlklme-^'*Wt^ 
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flouir his grave to crown [" Tim is not only the pe- 
dantry of temkmm, hut the very hmhoi of had 

writhin.* 

• The Editor requests the reader's pardon for the introduction 
of a few lines on this subject He promises not to trespass ou 
bis good nature agaiu. 

Of Botbwel bank ! a^idii tby flowen 
. Sproatcdniely wPipriiig^waniiiiigibowen: 
The daffodil on the bnro't gay brow^ 
Wags bis «w«0tb«ad, &Mdwfdim; 
Tbe gowden cowslips, lidily meaPdy 
Inlay the born, by bnib and bieid; 
And tlie blythe lark, from morning cloud, 
Lights 'maug the dew, and singeth loud. 

Sae sweet wert thou that simmer night, 
(All iMath the moon's celeatial light I) 
When my dear boy, upon my breaat^ 
Laid down hb head awhile to reit: 
Heaven took his angel sonl awa', 
And left him in my anns to ft*. 
He layt like alilie on the groond^ 
Wi* a* his fur lodes loose around* 

I howkedt a grave within my bower, 
And there I set this heavenly flower: — 
" And tliou wilt spring again," I said, 
« And bloom when other flowers will fade ; 
<^ Touched with immortal dew, thoalt stand 
A posie fit for God's owu band ; 
- Amom the flowera of heaven thou'lt blaWy 
M When earttly.flowen wiU Ihde awa' r 
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TBB B1I9B ABOON TBAQVAIB* 

THi8 is anaiher beauHfid song of Mr. Crawford^$ 

composition. In the neighbourhood of Traquair, 
iradUioH.tiiU 'shem the old **Bnsh;*' tMch, whp^ 
liom U m the fear 1787/ wea eamposed of eight 
or nine ragged birches. The Earl of Traquair 
hat pkuUed a clump^f trees near by, which he calk 
^^nenemBmhr 

« 

Hear me, ye nymphs^ and every swaip, 

I'll toil liow P^ggy giiem aie; 
Tho' ihm I liBgiBili nd oomplain, 

Alas ! she ne'er believes me. 
My V0W8 and aighsy like okot air, , 

Uniheeded never sotfift her ; 
The bonny bush aboon Traquair, 

Was where I first did love her. 

That day she smil'd and made me glad. 

No maid seem'd ever lander ; 
I tiiought myaelf die Ivddest hd, 

So sweetly there to find her. 



n 

I trfd to aootli my arn'rous flame. 
In wofds diat I tlMmirht tender ; - 

If more there pass'd, Vm not to blamCj 
I meanl not to offend ber* 

Yet now she scornful flees the plain, 
The fiekb lire then frequented ; 

If eW we mee^ she ilwwa dMpn, 

- Siie IoqIm as ne^er acquainted. 

Hie bonny bush bloom'd fair in May, 
Its sweets Til my lemenibcr ; 

But now her frowns make it decay, 
It lades as in December. 

Ye rural powers, who hear niy Mrams^ 

Why thus should Peggy grieve me? 
Oh ! make her partner in my pains^ 

Then let her sm^ relieve me: 
If not, my love w91 tnni deepah-, 

My passion no more tender ; 
ru keve the bush aboon Tra^uak^ 

To loDsly wilds Ftt wander. 



n 

cromut's lilt.* 

** In tkt lati^ end <f the iGth cmOwy, the Chh- 
M/^ i0ere proprietors of t%e estate of Cromkcki 
{now possessed by the Drummonds ), The eldest son 
of thitt famihf4BM very much attached to a dough' 
ter of Sterling ofJrdoeh, commoiify knoam 6y the 
name of Fair Helen of Ardoch. 

* Since tbe first edition of the Reliqiies was published, the 
Xditor has ^tn a Letter addressed to Dr. Anderson, of Edin- 
burgby by a Grentleman of great literary acquirement, from 
iHiich he has been permitted to make the following extract* 

« I thank yod particularly for Crmikft Reliqua ^ BlMf, 
«4M«MMrolit»diy gMMV ^ 
ud Hw MM 0 fK^tHMm\m Mi Cmmm wmkt, l^m^^ 
fitfleof it. More Mieiwea»d better ooiBp«iiy»wilbUiftth«i^ 
woM wad Mond ptteciplee, woald bave made Urn one of the 
bMjtpo«ttttiiCMBtiy hMpiDdM«d. Hskabigotibrlni^, 

nl^lltW Md MM«I; Mid iMM llWt jMBbb ef IBHtHMllI 

«rflM| lift IT il» ikAM tdbfote to 

mtkm: Tbe mai I iked MM Hw Meoul of Sedtib 
Seiigiy mAMi tfMbcMee with My ifwnk wnthnents and tiieories* 

His curt, sarcastic remarks, are truly characteristic. Some of 
them are inaccurate. Tlie Chisholm story isfeh de se» The Re- 
formation took place 1559 or 60, and great part of the Bishop's 
estate went to one of his own name. Little Meg Murray was 
not born then. The late Sir William Stirling told me, that it 
waaatraditkm to his htaatjff that jamci the 6% in paasing from 

Perth 

f 



Digitized by Google 



4 

■ 

^At that iime the opjportwMa ^meeting betwixt 
the sexee were rndti rort?, cmitequeKtbf more Bought / 
after than 7iow; and .the Scottish ladies, Jar Jrom 
pruKng thdmeiives on extentivf literatwe, were 
thought it^fidentfy boohdeamed if they could fnake 
out the Scriptures in their mother tongue, fVritif^ 
was entire^ out of the Urn female educatum: 
Jit thai period the matt of our young men of family 
sought a fortune, or found a grave, in France. 
Crondm, when he went tUtroad to the war, was 
ohUged to leaee the numagement of hh eorreepond' 
erne with his mistress to a lay brother of the monas- 
try of Dumhlain, in th^ immediate neighbourhood 
^.CreuUeekf amd near Ardoeh. This mm, m^hir- . 
tunately, was deeply sensible of Helen's charms. 
He artfully prepossessed her with stories to the dis-; 



Perth to Stiiliaiyl617» imt BMtvwrt totetttttLMilsrAftahb 
' Jiiaii sindowy t^hm^tMhn cbBdfOi & n m ^ fir he-M 

towetkhetsadtbtem. They were dl dnara op on the greeSi 
Ob the Kini^aeeing them, he said, * HidiiB, M wmhemwuaf 

are of -them.' *I only want yonr Majesty's help to make oet 
the two ChaldersJ (i. e. SI were they.) The King afterwarcb 
ate a collop sitting on a stone in the close. I have been told 
that the Tutor of Ardoch, who was alive in 1715, could, when 
more than a hundred, drink a bottle of ale at a draught. Much 
did Lord Tinwald, then a lad, take pleasure iu the TnUr'k QfUi' 
WVM^ who knew much of the histoiy of private life." 



s 
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tii6aniag€ of Cromlus; and by trndnterpreting or 
keeping up tki letten and meaages ininuteil to Att 

care, he entirely/ irritated both. All connection was 
^broken off betwixt them: Helen was inconsolable, • 
and Cromhts has left behind hm, in the baUad 
called Cromlefs Lilt, a proof of the elegance of his 
genius, as well as the steadiness of his love. 

*\ When the ar^ monk thoi^ht time had m/ffid- 
ently softened H^en'$ sorrow, he proposed himself 
Ota lover: Helen was obdurate: but at last, over' 
come by the pennanom of her brother nkth whom 
Ae Uvedf and mko^ hmmg a family of thirty-one 
children, was probably very zvell pleased to get her 
eff hie handi, she eubmitted, rather than consented 
to the ceremon y ; bni tker^ her comfUanee ended; 
and, when forcibly put into bed, she started quite 
frantic from it, screaming out, that after three 
gentle tape on the waimeot, at the bed ,head, the . 
heard Cromlu^s voice, crying, Helen, Helen, mind 
me.* Cromlus soon after coming home, the treachery 
rfthe confident wae diseocered, — her marriage dU- 
annulled, — and Helen became lady Cromlechs/* 

N. B,' Marg. Murray, mother to these thirty^one 
children, Wfu daughter to Murray of Strewn, one 
of the seventeen sons of Tullybardine, and whoee 

VOL. I. o 
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youngest sou, commonly called the Tutor (jf Ardochp 
Jkd m thg 3/ear 1115, aged lUyMn» 

Since all thy vows, false maid. 

Are blown to air» 

And my poor beut httn^d 

To sad daipdr» 

Into some wildemessy 

My giief I wttl eiprWy 

Am thy IwMMieiftBdMBSy 

O cruel fair. 

Have I not graven our loves 

On every tree 
Id yonder spreading groves, 

Tho' fidae thou be : 
Was not a aolenm oatfi 
Plighted betwixt us both. 
Thou thy futh, I my troth^ 

Constant tp be? 

Some gloomy place Til find, 

Some dolefol shade. 

Where neither sun nor wind 

E'er entrance had: 
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Into that hoUow ctm, 
There will I sigh md rm. 
Because thou dost behave 

So faithlessly. 

Wi{d fruit shall be my meat, 

m drink the spring, 
Cold earth shall ba my seat: 

For covering 

I'll have die starry sky 
My head to canofiy. 
Until my tool on hj 

Shall spread its wiog. 

Ill have no fimeral fire, 

Nor tears for me : 
No grave do I desire, 

Nor obaaqnict : 
The courteous Red-breast he 
With leaves will cover me, 
And sing my dagy 

^Ufa ddefid fwce. 

And when a ghost I am, 

Fll visit thee, 
O thou deceitful dame. 

Whose cntdty 
o2 



S4 ' 

Has kiird the kindest heart 
That felt Cupid's dart^ 
And neyer can deaM 

From loving thee^ 



MY DSAEIB, la TBOV Ollt^ 

Another beautiful sar^ of Cramforiu 

Love never more flhall give mefahii 

My fancy *s fix'd on thee, 
Nor ever maid my heart shall gain^ 

My Peggy, if thou die* 
Thy beauty doth such pleasure givej 

Thy lovers so true to me. 
Without thee I can never live^ 

My dealie, if thou die. 

► • 

If fate shall tear thee from my breast, 

Hpw shall I lone^ stray ! * 

In dreary (heams Ae i^t 111 waste^ 

In sighs, the silent day. 
I ne'er can sa much virtue £nd^- 

Nor aoch perfection see ; 
Then I'll renounce all woman kind,. 

My P^ggy^ alter thee^ 
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No new-blown beauty fires my heart. 

With Gnpid't raving rage ; 
But thine, which can such sweets impart, 

Must all the world engage. 
Twaa this, that like the mormng man. 

Grave joy and life to me ; 
And when its destined day is done. 

With Ftggf let me die. 

Ye powers that smile on virtuous love. 

And in floch pleaaure ahare; 
Yon Who its finlliftif llaintii ai^pfove, 

With pity view the fair: 
JUflore my Pegg/a wontjed chaimi, 

Thoae charms so dear to mef 
Oh { never rob them from these arms ^ 

)'m lost if P^;^ die. 



fl9B HOBS AJXD I.BT MB IN. 

IBE M ui of iktt mmg, which it still to be 
found in prinied eoOeetiom, u'much prettUr than 

this : but somebody ^ I believe it was Ramsay, took 
ft tii^o Ail hiod to clear it qf some seeming inde-^ 



as 

Ikacia, ami made ii at fmce man ehmi9 iOd mare ' 



OO TO THB BWB-BUOHTSi MABtON. 

/ am not iure this M and charming air be of 
the South, as is commonfy sasd, or of the North of 

Scotland, — There is a song up'parently as antient 
as £we-bughtSy Marion^ which sings to the same 
tune, and is emdeiOfy qf the Nortk^It bqpns 
thm: 

The Loid o'Goidoa had thm doehtat^ 

Mary, Marget, andJean^ 
They wad na stay at bonie Castle Gordon, 
But awa to Aberdeen. 

Will ye go to the ew-bughts^ Marion^ 
And wear in the she^ wi* me ; 

Tlie sun shines sweet, my MarioBf 
But nae haff sae sweet as thee. 
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O Marion s a bonny lass, 

And the blyfh blinks in her e'e ; 
And fain wad I many Marion^ 

Gin Marion wad marry me. 

Tliere's gowd in your gartersy Marion, 

And silk on your white hause-bane; 
Fu fain wad t kiss my Marion, 

At e'en MFben I come hame. 
Tb^re^s braw lads in Earnslaw, Marion, 

W hu gape, and glowr with dieir e'e, 
At kirk when they see my Marion ; 

Bat nane o£diem lo'ea like me, 

I've nina mSUt-eim, my Marian, 

A cow Und a brawny quey, 
m gie them a' to my Marion, 

Jwt on her bridal-day : 
And ye's get a green sey apron, 

And waistcoat of the Loudon brown, 
And wow! but ye will be vap'ring, 

WheneW ye gang to the town* 

I'm young and stout, my Marion; 

Nane dance like me on the giMO$ 
And gill ye forsake me, Marion, 

rU e'en draw up wi' Jean : 
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S»e pnl.on joqr peariioBp MarioBy 
And kyrtle of the cnnunie: 

And soon as my chin has nae hair oa^ 
I abali cou^e wes^ and see y^J* 



X.EWI8 GORDON.f 

This air is a proof how one of our Scots tvMm 
comes to be cang^osed out of mnolheT. Ikaoe one 
of tke^ earliest cfipies rf the etmg, mid ii lot prey 

fixed, . 

Tune of Tany W00.P— 

€f vhkk tune, a different let has msenmU^ varied 

into a different air. — To a Scots critic, the pathoe 
if the line, 

Thc^ hit beck be at the wa'^*^ 

— must be verjf ^kingd — ft f^de not n Jacobiie 

prejtidice to be affected with this song. J'/^e sup^ 

* This is marked in tli^ Tm Mb JfociUMy M w oU ionf . 
with additions. — Ed, 

t <<LoidLMriiG€idoi^yoiigvbra«liertotlMtta 
Ooita^ camoMiMa dttadtaawt .ftr the Ghefritar, md ae* 
t|rftladUMNlfiiith«NatpllaMiyaB«JirikiBat. B»Mli| 
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pmed aitihor qf Lewis Gordon'' mt a Mr. Qedidf 

priest, at Shenval, in the Ainzie. 

Oh ! send Lewie Gordon hame^ 
And the lad 1 wiona nanie; 
Tho' hb back be at the waf, 

Here's to him that's far awa ! 
Oh hon! my Highland man, 
Ohf my honmf Highland mm; 
Weel would I my true-love keuy 
Amafig ten thousand Highland men^ • 

Oh ! to see his tartan-trews, 
Bonnet Uiiey andlaigh4ieel'ddiot8| 
Philabeg aboon bu knee ; 

That's the lad that I'll gang wi'! 
Oh hon! ifc* 

0 

The princely youth that I do lyieai^ 

b fitted for to be a kii^ ; i 

On his breast he wears a star ; 
You'd tak him for the God of War. 
OhJkaniSse. . 

• 

<Hi to flee dtts Princely One, 
Seated on a royid dvone ! 

Disasters a' would disappear, 
Then befina the Jublee year } 
Ohhamllte. 
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a 

OH OHO CHBIO.* 

Dr. Blackloek it^omid m tluU thk mug wa$ 
tongpOfed on tike infamous massacre of Glencoe, 

Oh ! was not I a weary wight ! 

Oh J om chri, oh I ono chri — 
Makly wifey and widow, in one night! 
When in my soft and yielding arms, 
O ! when most I thought him free from haims^ 
E?en al the dead time of the night, ' 
They broke my bower, and slew my knight. 
With ae lock of his jet black hair, 
m tye my heart for everinair; 
Nae sly-tongued youth, or flatt'ring swain, . 
Shall e'er untye this knot again ; 
Thine atiil, dear youth^ Aat heart shall be,. 
Nor pent for aught, save heaven and thee. 
(The choms repeated at the end of each line*) 



I'll kbtee lbavb thbb* 

Tbis is another of Cm^9ttF$ sengt ; but I do 

not think in hU ha^^Ust manner, — What an ab* 

* A corruption of O hone a vie' signifying — Alas/or the frinci, 
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surdity, to join such names, as Adonis and Marf 
togitker. 



GO&M &16S ABS BONIB. 

All the oU words thai ever IcoM «M to. 

this air were the following, ttkkk MCNl to kaoe hem 
cn old chorus* 

O com ligs and rye rigs, 

Ocomxiftir^lxNiie; . 
Andi iflieie'er y<Ni>iiieet « booie lailb 

Preen up her cockernony. 



TH£ MUCKING OF GSOBBI&'s BYAB. 

Tbm chorw qf this sang it oU; the reU is the 
work of BaUcon J^ftler. 



WAVKIM O' T*B f AULP* 

There are two stanzas stUI wmg ie this tsmef 
whkh I take to be the origjinai song whence Ramsaif 
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mmfi ud .Am k^anHfid mmg of that nam in th 
jSeode S^nen^tiaA^It begins, 

O win ye speak at our town. 
As ye come frae the hxM, &c. 

• • 

I regret tkatf a$ m many of mur ddiongs, the 

delicacy of this old fragment is not equal to its wit 
and humor » 

TB9 WAITKINO OV THB VAVLBft. 

My Peggy is a young thing, 
Just enCer'd in her teens. 
Fair as die day, and sweet as May^ 
Fair as the day, and always gay. 
My Peggy is a young thing, 

And Tm not very auld. 
Yet well I like to meet her at 

• 

The wanking of the fauld. 

My P^gy speaks sae sweetly, 
WheneW we meet alaiie, • 

I wish nae mair to lay my care, 
\ wish nae mair of a' that's rare. 

My P^SByv^^M*^''^^*' ' 

To a* liie lave Fm cauld ; 
But she gars a' my spirits glow, ^ ' 
At waukkf of die Auk;. 



03 

t 

^^&Sf nBei ne kkidly^ 
Whene'er I wfauper km. 

That I look down on the town, 
That I look down upon a crown, 
P^gy nniles ne kindly. 
It makes me blyth and baald, 
And naethiog gi'es me sic dehgbt, 
• As wanking of the tekL 

Mj Peggy sings sae saftly, 

When on my pipe I play ; 
By a' die rest it b oonfest. 

By a' tlie rest, that she sings best. 
My Peggy siiigs sae saftly. 

And in her Bangs are tdid, * 
With innocence, the wale of sense. 
At wauking of the £Mild. 



This old totig, Mopregaant with Scottuh naiviet^ 

Handing its broad wit and palpable aUmom. — It$ 
language is a predom model of imitationr $l]fp • 



I 
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^^rightkff and forcibly expressive, — Maggie's tongue 
wag$ out the mckmmn of Bob tk$ Piper with aU 

the careless lightsome^ess of unrestrained gaiety. 

Whs wad m lie in lone 

Wi' bonny Maggie Lander? 

A piper met her gaun to Fife, 

And spda^d wlwt Wtt8*t diejr ca'd her;—* 

Right scornfully she answer'd hin^ 

Begone, you haUanshaker 

Jog on your gate, yon bladdenkate,t 

My name is Maggie Lander* 

>Mag|^ quo' he, and by my bag9» 
Tm fidgin' Mtt to see diee ; 

• Sit down by me, my bonny bird, 
In troth I winna steer thee : 

• BaUansluiker is what the old people call a rambling mischiev- 
4N» feUow; one who sods ap the burns, ties the doors, and 
work» otber pranks of innocent meiriment. The hallan is a 
boadla conpoied of the longest broom, entwisted with willowi, ' 
pheednmaUe to ward Ibe wind ftonnio door. Tbepartitioa 
• ivUdi ttvidod theqMiiceftom the haU was ftv^aently nuBfid a 
*"Hallan»' beiagitinMd ofaindlar materiala. 

fUMMM^ lUioogMfalwMlMflf. ^YMUMm^ 
tngtam^^rMV^M^s^" mtrnMafMHarnfiMidiitt 
iaose, and aia InioMtly ap^pM to tiiMe Mtirie logmwbo 

llKVi 
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For Tm a piper to my trade. 
My Dime k Rob the Kanter; 
The tnam lotip ts tfiey were daft. 

When I blaw up my chanter. 

Piper, qao' Meg, hae ye your bag? f 
Or is your drone m <Mrder? 
If be Rob, I've heard o' you, 
live you upo' the border 
, Hie Hmes a', butfi far and near. 
Hare heard o' Rob the Ranter ; 
I'll shake my foot wi' right gude will, 
GifyottVUaw up your jduuiter* 



have the art of arinftfag ftbehoodaad tratk with adariiaMa 
art, anaoyiiig witb it the sage reaunki the aobmolBM aad 
wiie. 

* Probably a tempowy and cunfenieut retldeiiee oT tfM 

minstrel. Tlie emigration of Highland reapers to the lowlands 
of Scotland has brought the old favourite pipes a»ain into vosfne. 
On the day-close of harvest-toil the sirls bind up their locks ; the 
men wash tlicir sweaty faces, and throw aside their gray socks. 
On the little green plat before the farm hall, the old bandsmen 
come, out and see their children dancing and making merry. 
The Piper seats himself on the knocking-ti«mtt aod itiikes into 
one of those wild northern aiiB vfaichatfafB etea oMaie to tiia 
frolics and pranks of youth* 
IntaDdBgoathititt^eetto aa hiteOiiaBl jBcoteaaa, hatoM 
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Then to hu bags he flew wi' speedy 
About the dfapone he twisted ; 

Meg up and wallop'd o'er the green. 
For brawly could she frisk it 
Weet done! qao* he— play up! quo' she; 
Weel bobb'd ! quo' Rob the Ranter ; 
Tis worth my while to play indeed^ 
Whea I hae AC a dancer. 

Weel hae ye pla/d your part, quo' Meg^ 
Your cheeks are like t|ie ciimson ; 

There's iiane in Scotland plays sue weel. 
Since we lost Habbie Simpsou.* 



Uie Editor, that when a boy (not more than twenty years ago) 
he Was greatly struck with the sight of many of tliese old High- 
land Pipers, straying, solitary, from pari/th to parish, reciting the 
deeds of the clans. 

In every parish there were bouses which tlic open heartedness 
of their pomnwwon made welcome nightly habitations to these 
tagnmt remnants of aorient chivalry. The piper's arrival 
ipnad Ifte wild-fire among the little country villages. The old 
deca y e d awn, the lads and lasses, with their rocks and knittiaf 
ap p ara tus, flocked around the old piper, who, seated next the 
gwimmt, OP the faiy-sefflg^ fai the tntervab of his tniiea touched 
OB the tales of other Allies. ThetarMfy^friBiaM,iaffteMllc 
^Qkmm; iB^RtiMtf Mm; m»»^171S; mid^mf^ 
JkrtKgt^mitgwtM CaUMfe loyotty la 174^ were told iriihthe 
eiqaiilte isitsiy of native eloqoeBoe^ 

• The celebrated Piper of KUharte. 
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Fvc liv'd in Fife, baith maid and wife, 
Tbeae ten yean and a quarter; 
Gin' ]fe ahould come to Enater Fair^ 
Spdr je for Majg^ie Lauder. 

V 



TBANENT-MUlli. 
Time— GiixicRAHjuB* 

** TBjmNT-MmB!^ was eompond hy a Mr. 

Skirvin, a very worthy respectable former, near 
HadHmpani ,1 hone heard the-amcdoU qften, 
thai LieiU. Smitkf whom h€ mmtitm in ihrnmik 

itanza, came to Haddington after the publication 
(jf the smgr and setU a-chalietige to Skirvim to meet 

muwer jfar'Hm mm&rtlhf 
manner in which he had noticed him in his song,~ 
" Gang awa back,*' said the honest fortner, " atuL 
tdL Mr.SmUk thai* I -hoe I^mmv to- com I0 
Haddington; but teli km to come here; and Fll 
tak a look 0* him; and if I think I'm Jit to J'echt 
kirn, rUfeehikim; and if no^FU da as he did, 

VOL. 1. M 
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TBANBNT MUIB.* 

The CheyaUer^f beiii^ void of Ifar^ . . 

Did march up Binle hne, mm. 
And thro' Tranent^ e'er he did stent, 

Ab fast as he could g«e, man: 
While general Cope did taunt and mock, 

Wi mony a loud huzza, man ; 
But e*er next mom prodaim'd the cock. 

We heard another craw, man. 

The brave Lochielij:- as I heard tell. 
Led Camerons oo in clouds, man ; 

* Hie morning (air, and clear die air, ' 

They loosed with devilish thuds, man : 

• 4 lleM iMttl*^ hmatl tm m m by fta mam of Prestoa* 

aimner,attlielMidori4ifiB|^IUid p mt ^^ k il f wtai 
tlie'ihi|g|iililbictt, imdtr the MiniMad «f Sir Jolm Cope^ lAa 
ifii kAamid tiyed lij a coort-aiulkl Ibr his oqadhRft in Hit 
iat% aadaeqillM Sili tiM tolHMatelltte MtfiaMU 

he fit to Hadiiaitfn, ^chitaenswilW^aiilftA TMi 

action happened Sep. 9iy 1745. 

* t printed from Ritson's copy. 

t Donald Cameron of Lochiel, chief of the Clan Cameron, m 
.gentlevMui of great iMavery^ and of tbe most amiable disposi- 

. tiOB. 
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Down guitt they threw, and iwoNb thej dmr^ 
And woo did cbaee tli^ tffp mea ; 

On Seaton-Crafts they buft their dhtftt, 

Aiui gart ihem oa like dftfty. juiiii. 
• • i 
Hie bluff dragoons swore Vlt»od «id 'ooos^ • 

They'd make tlie rebels run, man i 
And yet th^r ike when them thiQr seet 

And wimia fiie a gun, man : 
They tum'd their back, the foot they brake. 

Such terror seiz'd them a\ man ; 
Some wet their choelES^ soraei^l'd Ihflv htitkh 
•And some for fear did fa', man. 

The Tolmiteers prick'd up their ears, • 
And TOW 1^ Aey croosoy imm; 

But when the bairns saw't turn to earnest, . 

They were not worth a louse, man ; 
MaiskledcgMbkinie; OfyfytAtmml 

They'd better stay'd awa', mau, . 
Than wi'' cockade to makje parade, 

And do me good at wl, mmi* 

— ■ — , .-- ^ ^ ^ ^ . 

tioo. Be waiwaaadad at te tattle flrCiilhMieo,a^ 
SnmcslnMl af a ngiMt^ wUch Irit gntalU Mtsr M 
R»PC9ed]rfai^aia«Ballieiiaid aMlMBqpMMtelbrMifrM 
Mnrkei and laiiihUwMi, ir4ie» 
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.100 

Menteitb the great)** when herseli sh— t^^ 

Un'wvm di4 diof^ him o'er^ om; 
Yet' wb4 m> siMid to bear A faatid^ 

But aff fou fast did scour^ man ; 
O'er Soutra hill, e'er he stood still. 

Before he tested meat, man r 
Troth he may brag of his swift nag. 

That bare him aff sae fleet, maa. 

And Simpsoiif keen, to dear 4e een . 

Of rebel9 £ur in wraog, man, 
Dki oever strive pistob five. 

But gallop'd with the dming, mmt 
He turnd his back^ and in a crack 

Was cleanly out of si^t, maii; 
And thought it best; it was nae jest 

Wi' Highlatiders to fight, man. 

'Hangat-a' die n»» bade tbe baa^ 
But twa, ' and ane was tane, man ; 

* The ainiiter of liongfonnsBiit, a voluolssr} wIm),^ happen^ 
' ing to cooie Utt night before the battle, upso a HigMaD<^ 
faMtogi caitag ntnre at PreiliNii, throw hia Ofor, wmi. camod 
hit gna at a trophy to camp. 

t AaoOier Tohmteer Frathy terian nhiiilnr, mha Mid be wtM 
eoBvtaoe the tebeli of 'their error by the dfatt of hit pistob-; . 
haftai^ Ibrthat purpose, tirohihlfffOcMi, twoiahbhsbten^ 
aod ooe ia his belt. . . • 
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For Campbell rade, but Myiie* sUid^ 

And flair lw|WfllbekMD,t hmo; 
Fell skelps he got, was war than shdt 

Frae the 8harp"«4g'd claymore, man; 
Fiae many a spout came nmniiig out 

Hia mking-faet red gore^ man* 

But Gard'nei^ l»ra?e did atiU beh&fe 

Like to a hero bright, man ; 
His courage true, like him were few, 
lliat fltiU despised fl^^, man ; 

* Mr.Myffowasaitndeat of phytic, from Jamaicai be en- , 
tered as ate i aptec r ia Copflfli army, and nras mbeiably mangled 
1^ tiie broad-sword. 

t t. «• Ue Miflered sev«rejy in tUe cause. 

I JaaMi Oaidiner, colonel of a rai^ment of hoiae* TUtgen- 
tfeaumrhicondnel, iM^tter Melmlad, done nol oeeai ta have 
ptoceadedioinaihftiwalhcyewiii a fdo Br ef •■oliaaadhe- 

iniemfaidy atftoaiai|^tofffeli^oasen(hB8ia«Qi, and a bigoted 
teBanee on die Presbyterian doctrine of predesHnatien» which 

rendered it a matter of perfect indifference whether he left the 

field or remained in it. Being deserted by bis troop, he was 
killed by a Highlander, with a Lochaber axe. 

Colonel Gardiner having, when a gay young man, at Paris, 
made an assignation witli a lady, was, as he pretended, not 
only deterred from keeping his appointment, but thoroughly re- 
daimed from all such thoogUts in fntarei lyr an apparitifML Sta 
his life bjr Doddodfcw . . 
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for king and laws, and country'^ CMUMe, 
In bodOUf^B bed he hjy ini; 

His life, but not his courage, fled, 
Wbiie be bad breatb to draw, man. 

• * • 

And major Bowie, iimt woHbf ao^I, • 

Was brought down to the ground, mau j 
His bprse being sbot, it waa bis lot . 

For to get mony a wound, maii: 
Lieutenant Smith, of Irish birth, 

Frae whom he call'd for aid, man, • 
Bang full of dread, lap o'er bis bead. 

And wadna be gamsaid, man. 

He made sic baste, sae spur'd bis bea^t^ 

Twas little there he saw, man ; 
To Berwick rade, and safely said, 

Tba Soots wete leMs aV mn $ 
But let tim end, for well His band 

His use and wont to lie, man ; 

The TeagMe b na^gbl^ he never ftn^t, 

Wim he bad room to flee, man. 

And Caddell drest, ****^*g 'die lest. 
With gun and good claymore,^ man. 

On gelding grey he rode that ws^. 
With pistols set before^ wtm^ . 
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The cause was gogd» he'd sp^nd hi^ WP9dj 
Before that he wQiiM yUkl^ mn; 

But the night before he left the cor. 
And never iRc'd tb» 6eid, man* 

But gallant Roger^ like a soger, 

Stood and bnirely fouf^t, umn^ 
Tm wae to IbU, at Imt he foBy 

But mae down wi' him brought, maa : 
At point 0fi deadly wi! hk last breath, 

(Somestaadkig nmnd in ring, man), 
On's back lying flat, he wav'd his hat, 

And csfdf Qod save ihfi long, nuui* . 

Some Highland rogues, like hungry dogs, 

N^ecting to pursue, man, 
About they fac'd, and in great haste 

Upon the booty flew, man ; 
And diey, as gain, for all their pain. 

Are dedt'd iri spoils of vvar> man; 
Fow bald can tell how her nainsell 

Wm ne'er sae pm.biefara, man. 

At di^e thorn-tree, which you may see 

fiswest the meadow*mill, man ; 
Theie inony abw ky on the i^ain^ 

The clans pursuing stilli map. 
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Sic unco' hacks, and deadly whacks^ 

I never 4ftw the like, miB ; 
Lost hands and heads cort Aem Aeir d e n d b^ 

That fell near Preston-dyke^ man. 

• That afternoon, when a' WM done, 
I gaed to see the fray, man ; . 
But had I wist what aHer paaty 
• I'd better staid away, man : 
On Seaton sands, wi' nimble hands, 

They picked my pockets bare, man; 
But I wish ne'er to drie rick fear. 
For a' the sum and maur, o^an. 



TO THB WBAVERS GIN Y£ GO. 

The Chorus of thu $ong u the reti.of it ti 
mine. — Here, once for all, let m# apologia for 
many My compositiom of mine in this work. Many 
heautyid airs wanted words; in the hurry of other 
avocations, if J could string a parcel of to- 
gether awf thing near tolerable, I was fain to let 
them pass. He must be m ^xceU^nt poet4ndeed, 
whose eoery performance is exeeO^* . t 
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STBBPHON AND LYDIA. 
Tiioe— The Gorjk>ns had thb omoiiio o't. 

• « 

The following account of this song I luid from 
'Dr, Blacklock. 

The Strephon and lAfHa mentioned in- the wong 
were perhaps the loveliest couple of their time. 
The gentleman was commonly known by the name 
of Beau Gibwn. The lady was the Gentle JeaOy 
edebrated somewhere in Mr. HamtUon* of Ban- 
gour's poems. — Having frequently met at public 
places, they had formed a reeynvcal aitachment, 

* With the eligtfit and aocwBpttriied WiiiUAM Hmmiltqm 

of BangouT) whose amiable mannen were long remembered 
with the tenderest recollection by all who knew him, Mr. Home 
Uved in the cloM habit! effrieMWup. The Writer of theie 
Hemoin Im beaid liiiii dwell with HeUglit on th^ iceoet of their 
jootfafid d^j end he hM*' to regrtt tlAil auiay 'an-aneedote^ to 
which he ttttened ii^'plfMkBwei wal'-ndt cenqifttod to m better 
reeordthanatreadieiiiNitmeiiioiy. H amiltoii't mmd it j/ktanA 
bk Ms iFenei.* They are the eaqr and careleet cAtarfoni of an 
degant fancy and a chastened taste ) and the sentiments they 
convey are tlie genuine feelings of a tender and susceptibla 
heart, which perpetually owned the dominion of some favourite 
mistress j but whose passion generally evaporated in song, and 
made no serious or permanent impression. His poems had an 
additional charm to his cotemporaries, from beiiig common^ 
addressed to his fiuliiliar friends of either sexT* ' ~ 

Life qf Lord Kaimes, vol. 1. p. <M> 
HamUto^ died in Mwcb, I7d4» «|ed ;50. 
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which their friends thouffht dan^erous^ as their re- 
Mourees were 'hjf no means adequate to ikrir Uatee 
and kakih ef bfe. To $ho bnd c mm g uemm 

<f such a connexion J Strephon was sent abroad with 
a comnrndon, and perished m Admiral Fornotis 
es^pediiion to Carih agena. 

The author of the song was William Wallace^ 
Esq. rf CasmhiU, in AyrMre. 

All lovely on the sultry beach, 
* ' Expiring Strephon lay. 

No limd the cofdU dnniglbt to 

Nor chear the gloomy way. 
Ill-fated youth ! no parent nigh, 

Xo catch tibc9 flfictiiHt bfealli. 
No bride, to fix they swimming eye, 
' Or amooth the face of death. 

Eur distant tttm the moornfiil aoeo^ 

Hiy parents rit at ease, 
Thy Lydia rifles all the pki|]^ 

Atd att the spriag to piq a s a . . 
Bl-ihted yoMil hf ihiiltx>f Aleiid^ 

Not force of foe depressed, 
TlMm£lUH tlqfself, thy 1^ 

Thy COiptiy, IHMdMHAii 
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i'm o'fiE YOUNG TO MAB&Y YET. 

The chorus of this so^g is old. — Th^ rest of it, 
Much as tV iSf ii mine.* 

I am my mamm/s ae baini^ 

Wi' unco folk I weaiy, sir ; 
And lying in a man's bed, 

Tm fley'd wad mak me irie^ sir. 
Fm o*er youngs Fm o'er youngs 
Tm o*er ymmg to mamf yet ; 

I'm o'er young, 'twad be a sin ' ' 
To take me frae my mammy yet* 

HfdUawinass tt eome «ik1 

The nights are lang in winter, sir ; 
And you an' I in ae bed, ; 
In trowth, r dwe Hi Teatnre^ air; 

Tm a'er young, tfo. , - 

• Then « a ttaqr, flbtnetaiMo jmtc, lAidi ought to be 

restored. 

My niMif e anil a lotmi, 

UriL nMnm tbe gradag ot ; 

. Ware I to He wi' yon, kind sir, 
. I'mfimdye'dapoiKlieladiigo^t 
I'm o'er jfowig, Sfc. 
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Fu* loud and ah31 the frosty wind 

Bla^vs thro' the leafless timmer, sir ; 
But if ye come this gate agnin, 
111 aiilder gb sunnier^ sir. 

I'm oer young, 6^0, 



MACPRXRSOn's FAR]i.WBIm 

MACPHERSONf a daring robber, in the begin- 
ming of thu century, was condemned to be iumged 
at the assizes at Inverness. He is said, when under 
sentence of death, to have composed this tune^ 
whick he coiled his own hrnmni, vr/areweL* 

Farewel ye dungeonsy dark and strong; 

Tbe ^imtch's destinie ! 
Macpliefsoii's tnoe inO not lie long 

On yonder gallows tree. 

Sme rantingly, sue wantonly, 
Sae dauntingly gaed he; 

Hepktt^d a ^^ris9g, anddanc*d it round. 
Below the gallms tree. 

* See a Notice of Macphenon io the Preface to these 
▼olumefl. 
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Oh, what is deaths but parting breath ( — 
On mooy a bloody phm 

I've dar'd his face; and in this place 
l^icorn him yet again ! 

Sae ramthigiy, Ac*. 

Untie these bands from off my hands. 

And btiag to me my sword ; 
And tfaere^s no a man in all Scotland. 

But 1*11 brave him at u word. 
Sae rantingl^, S^c. 

Vve liv'd a fife of sturt and jrtrife, 

I die by treacherie : 
It burns my beart I must depart^ 

And not avenged be! 

Sae rantinghff S^c* 

Now, larewel light, thon snnshine bright^ 

And all beneath the sky : 
May coward shame distain his name^ 
The wietch that, dares not die J 
Sae rantinghff Sfc, 
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MT aO JAJfKT. 

JOBKSON^the pukUther/^ mkh afooUA dtUeaa^, 

refused to insert the last stanza of this humorous 
ballad. 

Sweet sir, for your courtesict 

Wheo ye come by the Ban dien. 
For the love ye bear to me, 

Buy me a keekiog-glass, then.-— 
Keek into the tbrtm^vdl, 

Janet, Janet; 
And there ye^ll see your bonny sell, 

Mjf JOf Janet 

Keeking in the draw-well clear^ 
' What if I should fa' in, 
Syne a' my Idn wiU say and swear, 

1 3rown*d mysefl ibr snu— 
Haud the better be the brae, 

Janet^ Janet, 
Hand the better be the brae, . 

My Jo, Janet. 

•OttkeStmMmMMumm 
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Good mr^ for your ^mmta'ie, 

Coming through Aberdeen, theo. 

For the luve ye bear to iiie> 
Buy BM a pdr of alioon, then.-^ 

Clout the auldf the new are dear, 

Jatiet^ Janet; 

Aepair may gain ye hdf it f^imr. 

My Jo, Janet* 

But what if danciiig on the green. 

And skipping like a maukin.* 
If tbey ahoold see my clouted shoon. 

Of me they will be taukin'.— 
Dante <y knigk, and hie eii i 

Janet, Janet; 
Syne a their fauts will no he seen. 

My Jo, Janet* 

Kind sir, for your courtesie, 

When ye gae to tbe Crm, tfaeoi 
For .the km ye besr to ine^ 

Buy me a pacing-horse, then.— 
Pace your ^nmnrwheel, 

JaMty Jatuit; 
Pace upo* your spinnin-wheel, 

MyJOf.JmiL 

• A bare. 



My spinnin-wheel is aiild and stiff, 
Tberocko'twiiiDa st^nd^ sir, 

« 

TokeepdMiteraper-piamtiff,. ' 

Employs right aft my hand^ sir.r— 
MaktkebeUo'tthatyecaHf 

Jttwt^ Janet; 
But like it never wale a man^ 

Mtf Jo, Janet. 

^TBB SHBPHBBd's COMPLAINT. 

' TSB wmrdt by a Mr^M»Seatt,Jhm tke:t<mm or 

neighbourhood of- Biggar* 



THB BIBK8 OF ABBHFBLDT. 

I coMBoasD ikm iA€mam stmAig under ike 
falls of Aberfeldyp at, or niOTi . JCmmm.- 

Tone— BiRBf ov Aamiuiii; 

Now simmer bliiri^OD flowery braet. 

And o'er tlie chrystal streamlets plays; 
Come let us jpeiui the lightsome days 
In the Uiks of Aberfeldy. 
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homy husk, will ye go. 

Will go y will ye go y 
Bonny lassie, will ye go, 
To the Inrb of AbeifdA/'^ 

The little birdies blythly sing, 
While o'er their heads the hazeU hing ; 
Or lightly fiit on wanton wing. 
In the birks of Aberfeldy. 
Bonny lassie, S^c. 

Tlie biaea ascend like la% wal^ 

The foaming stream^ deep-roaring, fa's, 

O'erhung wi' fragrant spreading shaws. 
The birka of Aberfeldj* 
Bonm/ lassie, 

The hoary cliffs are crown'd wi* flowers, 
White o'er the linn the buroie pourS| * 
And rifflng^ weets misty showent 

The birks of Aberfeldy, 
.Bonny lassie, Ssc* 

liCt fortune's gifts at random flee. 

They ne'er shall draw a wish firae me, 
' Supremely blest wi' love and thee, 
In die birks of Abeifeldy. 
Bomy lassie, 8^c. 

VOL. I I 



YHS highland I.A8SIEj| o. 

This was a composition of mine in very early 
life, before J was known at aU in ih§ worlir My 
H^hland lame was a wairm'hearied, charming 
young creature as ever blessed a man with generous 
bte. After a pretty Umg tract iff the m/ott ardent 
ree^proeal attttehmmtf we met by appointment, on 
the second Sunday of May, in a sequestered spot by 
the Banh of Ayr^ where M ipent the tb^ ik taking 
afareaSd-y b^Vre Ae ehoM eHiUmkf^tl^ Wett-^ 
Highlands, to arrange matters among her friends 
for our projected change of life* At the dote of 
Autumn foUowing she dromi themuto mM me at 
Greenock, where she had scarce landed when she was 
seized with a maligfumi fever, which hurried my 
dear girl tb the gra/oe in dfem iaysp before I could 
even hear of her Hktess.^ 

* Tkbtt tre ercnts in tbb binaitoiy seeM of if ti, Mt- 
MNM of Jogr or of toirow, of deapoir or of hope, nUckii tfi^ 
pouuMj^tBbet os at tlBie» BorvoMOi^oclisb teUitinr 
•fotfBm, fBbiiifhei^'fnmmiAfiAiiik^ 
tnumn them deepl3r k on mUinft oal mpm 0fm^^^ 
wmcff tiiey help us to somlior ovr days. Of tldii dHiractor wm 
tti^ j;>artiiig of Bunu with hii BSghUmd itfory, that interesting 

' . ' female; 
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Nae gentle liaacsy tho' ne'er la^ Mr, 
ShaU ever be my MoiA cwe ; 

Their ticlea a' are empty sfaew ; 
43ie me my ITjgllMii liiaw^ O. 

Within the glen toe bushy , 
Aboon the plain me rmhjf, O, ^ 
leetme dawn tvf right good fsriU^ 
To sing my Highland lassie, O. 

O were yon hilb and vallies mine. 

Yon palace and yon gardens fine ! 
The world then the love should know 
* I bw my Highland laflsie, O. 

Within the glen^ S^Cb 



female, the first object of the youthful Poet's love. This adieu 
was pjerformed with all those simple and striking ceremonials 
which rustic sentiment has devised to prolong tender emotions 
and to inspire awe. The lovers stood on each side of a smaU 
purling brook; tliey laved their bands in its limfiid itrttun, and 
holding a bible between tbem^ proDOonced tbek yows to bt 
'faithful to eadi otlier. They parted — never to meet again I 

Th» mmvenaiy of Mary Oimfibac% deatb (fiir.that wm bar 
■uie)b aindMimif iatlMaenitlvafldiidof jBtawthftaoitli^^ 
«M»tlMift hk nlirad flmiabii enril^k Ih^ mliiMFaalha a— 
•f TnWm» ipi eMrtw» <tinay^ »a llw hrnim ^ fkm Ni<fc> 
aai atat ItoAmTaidi ia in laliiiBm m^Mim af adai, 

aeariy 

I 2 
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But fidJe fortnie fiwiim oa ale^ 

And I maun cross the raging sea ; 
But while my crimsoo currenU fiow^ 
111 looe my HigUnd ItMe, O. 

Within the glen, Sic • • 

Altho' difo' foieign climes I mfge^ 
I know her heart wiH new change. 
For her bosom bums with honor's glow. 
My faithful Highhmd bsrie^ 0« 
Wiikin the gleii, 4t. 

For her I'll dare the billow s roar^ 
For her I'll trace a distant shore ; 

That Indian wealth may lustre throw 
. . ilrouiid my Highland lassie, O. 
. Within the gUn, Sgc. 

She has my heart, she has my haad| . 
By secret tTMth and honor's hand! . 
. Till the mortal stroke shall lay me lew, 

I'm thiue, my Highland lassie. O. 



nearly the whole of the ni^t : His agitation was so great, that 
,he threw himself on the side of a com »tack, and there conceived 
bU aabiime aDd tender elegy— his addreM.To Jtfirsf tii JUeacen. ■ 
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* Farewel, the glen sae bushy ^ 0/ " • 

Farewely the plain me rad^f 01 
' tAer landt I nam mmt gi>, 
T0 nag Highland lassie, O ! 

■ • 

■ 

OUD£ YILL COMBS, AND GUDB-YILL GOES. 

This song sings to the tune called The bottom of 
die punch bowl, of which a t>ery good copi/ may be 
fmud in M'Gibboii's Collection. 

0 gude yill comes, and gude yill goes, 
Crude ijiill gars me idl my hose, * . 
I Sell my hose, and pawn my shoon, 

For glide j^ill keeps my heart aboon. 

Ibid HUC owMO ki a pleugh, 
. And- they drew teugh ^^d weei eneugb^ 

I Idn^tkemy smbjmo, 

For gode yill ka^ my heart aboon. 

1 f Gude yill, Sfc^ " • . 

I I had forty shillin in a clout, 

L Gude yill gart me pyke them out ; 

I That gear flhottld moole I thought a on, 

I Gnde yill keeps my heart aboon. 

Gude yiU, i^c 
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The meikle pot upon mj btck> 
Unto the yiil-house I did pack ; 

Glide yill keeps my iieift ■hooB. 

Gudei^iU, Sfc. 

Glide yill hands me bore and hofff 

Gars me jink wi' the servaut hizzie, - 

Stand in the kirk when I hae done, 

Gade yiU keeps my heart abobo. ' ' . 

Gudeyillf S^c. 

m 

I wish their hi may be a gallowi^ . 
Winna gie gude yill to gude Mlom, 

And keep a soup 'till the afternoon, 

Gude yill keeps my hear| aboon. 

O gvde ij^ cameSf and guA ifiU goetf 
Gude yill gars me sell my hose, 
StU hose, and pawn my shorn, 
Gude giU begp^ mg^ kear$ ahao^ 

• These are old words altered by Bums. Hie onginal veiMi 
were recovered by the Editor, and are pabliahed amoug the 
Remuu of Nitbsdsle and Oattoway Song." 
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^IVfiy ANP VBS IaANIIS ABOUT IT. 

Tiiisr fcmg ti JOr, BiacUael^s. He, om weU at 
^iai fove Johnson verses, trifling enough, peichaps, 
inU they served as a vehicle to the music* 

9 ft 

■I fl.t 1 i.l. I ■ 

t 

M> }f,Y HEART? LIGHT I W^D Dlf^, 

Lord Hailes, in the notes to his collection of 
4mamU Scoti fmm$ fifjfe mg mm tie 

ean^fotiHo^ 4 l^ Gnm^ MWf» imtghter of 

the first Earl of MarchmmU, and wife <^ George 
SMllit± of Jenueisoed» 

Thm uei a Maj,** and dbe Wd na men. 

She biggit her bonny bowV down in jfnn glcn^ 
Butnow8iiacnes4U>oll and a weU-a-di^! ' 

Budnmeheeirm^tte. 

When bonnj young Johny came Ihe sea, * 
He said he saw naithtog sae lovely as me ; 
He becfat me baidi ringe and mnny biawrliuRfi; 
j&ad na my light I tMri die. 
He hecht me, ^c. 

• Maid.. 



He had a wee titty that loo'd m me, 
Because I was twice as bonny as she ; % 
She m'd «ich a podier 'twiat him mad \m moAeri 
/nuit ilrere na my heirt light, I die. 
She rais'd, 8fc* 

The day it was set, and the bridal to be, 
TW wife took a dwam, and hj down to die; 
She main'd and ahe grain'd out of dolour and pain^ 
Till tie vow'd he never wad see me agakb* 
She mMd, ^c. 

. His kin waf lor ane of a higher <legM» 
Said, What had he to do with the like of me^ 

Albeit I was bonoyi I was na for Johny: 
And were na my heart lights I wad die. 
jUbeU I md, ^c. 

They tmi, I had nrither cow nor cail^ '. 
Kor dribbles of drink rios throw the draff,' 
Nor picUes of meal rim throw the nultee;. 
And were na my heart lighty Iwadidie^ 

Nor pickles of^ Sfc. 

His titty she was baith wylie and slee, 
^>be ^'<i mei aa 1 €ame o'er the lee ; 
And then ihe ran in and made a UmmI dhb 

Believe your ain een, an ye trow na me. 
And than 9he, Sfc* 
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His bonnet stood ay fou round on his brow ; 
Hit Mild mm looks vf as well as soma's new: 

But now lie lets't wear ony gate it wiB tmig, 
And casts himself dowie upon the com-biog. 
Bui now he, ifc. 

And now he gaes ' dandering'* about the d^kes, 
And a' he dow do is to hund the tykes : 
The live-lang night he ne^er steeks his e^ 
And were na iny heart fight, I wad die. 

The live-^ang, Sfc. 

Were I joong for thee» as I hae been, 

We shou'd hae been galloping down on yon green. 
And linking it on the lily-white lee ; 
And wow gin I were but yoong for tkoet J 

' So Lctfd Uailet; iUuiisay and others read * d 



THB TOUNO man's DBBAM. 

Tms song u the cony^oiUim of Balloon Tytkr* 



roqoiag*' 



m 

Th/s air u the composition of' one of the tuor- 
lAtetf oiM^ beU'hearted men Uving — Allan Matter^ 
ton, schooknaiter in Sdinkurgh* Jikeand I were 
both sprouts qf 'jacobitisn}, ogrf^ to dedictU^ the 
words and air to that cause. 

To tell the matter of fact, except when my pat^ 
sions were heated hy some accidental cause, my JacO' 
hitim woe merefy by way of vive la bagat^. 

• • • 

Thickest mght, o'erhaDg my dweUing 
Howling tempests o'er me rave ! 

Turbid torrents, wintry swelliiig, 
Still sunrotind my lonely cave ! 

9 

Cvystal streamlets gently flowing. 

Busy haunts of base maukindi 
Western breezes softly blowing. 

Suit not my distracted mind» 

* Supposed to mean James, Viscount Stnithallao, whose 
fttber* VisGODnt WJUw, ww kiM at tiia tettk if CaU^ 
He Mcqied to ntraee* 
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llonour's war ^piigly wag«d» ' 
But the J^vm dflngr^d mxe09» ^ 

Ruin's wheel has driven o'er us^ 
Not a hope that dare attend. 

Hie wide world's aU -before lu— 
But a world without a friend ! 



UP IN Tnn MOBNINO SARLIC- 

TsE chMmi thuU, M; tk$ two tUmMOM on^ 

TJp in the mormng's 90 for 

TJp.m tll4 mming early ; 
When a' the hills are covered wi* ff^jippf ' 

I'm tare ift vmUrfmrl»» 

Cold blaws Ae wipd fr^ ea^t tp yfei^ 
The drift driving sairly ; 

See byd and 9bHU'0 I be^r 4lfi IU«ft» 
Vm fiiie lift printer fMj. 
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The birds sit chittenng ia the thofi!,. ' 

A' dbgr tiiej tee iNit tpMrijr; 

And tuof^B the n^ht frae e*eQ to moro^ 
I'm sure it s winter fairlj* 
Up tn the mofUMf > Igc* 



TH£ TBAR8 OF SCOTLANB* 

Dr. Blacklock told me that SmoUet, who was at 
batiam a .giMl Jacobitef compfmd Am beauty 
mdpatheik vena on the infanunu depredatumt of 
the Duke of Ciunberlaadi after the battle of GUI' 
ioden. 

m 

Mourn, hapless Caledonia, mourn 
Thy baniah'd peace, thy Umids totii! 
Tli^ siMis, for valour long renown'd, 
lie slaughtered on their native giXHUid*^ 
Thy hoajMtaUe roofs no more 
Innteibe tlranger to Ae door; 
In smoaky ruins sunk they lie^ . 
The inonudientB of cnielty# 
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The wretched owner se^es, alar/ ' ! 
His all become the prey of mr; 
Bethinks him of his babes and wife^ 
Thea smites his breast and curses life. 
Thy vmim are Duniah'd on tbe lodkM, . 
Where once they fed their wanton flocks ; 
Thy ravish'd virgins shriek in vain ; 
lliyinfimta peri^. on tb^ plain* 

What boots it then^ in jev*ry clime. 
Thro' the wide^spreading waste of ivn^ 
TKy martial glory, cmMd wMi praife^ 
Still shone with undiminished blaze ; 
Thy touring spirit^now booke, 
Tl^-nede is tonied to the yoke : 
What foreign arms could never quell^ 
By4»vU rage and rancour. feU» . 

The rural pipe and merry lay, 
No more shall eheer the iiappy di^ : 
No social scenes of gay ddg^t 
Beguile the dreary winter night : 
No strains^ but those of sorrow^ flow. 
And nought be beard but sounds of woe$ 
While the pale phantoms of the slain, 
Glide nightly e'er (be silent plain. 



Oh! baneful cauaei-— oh! fatal moni^ 
Accim'd to ages yet unbofn! 
The sons aglmift tfaair Mim flood ; 
The parent shed his childrens' blood ! 
Yet, iflMn Ike nge of battle ccaa'd. 
The ▼ictoi'i wwd mm hmt appeased : 
The naked and foriora must feel 
JDevouring iaaos, iad mxarSnag ileal. . 

The pious mother doom'd to death> 
Fonaktay inmim ci'ar Ifae haath^ 
The black irifid ivlMas roabd 
Her helpless orphans cry for bread ; 
Bereft of . afaeltar, food, andfirieiid. 
She views die abales of ni^ ifeabend ; 
And^ Btretch'd beneath tii' inclement skiei^ 
Weeps o'er har teoder babei^ mtd dies. . 

Whilst the warili blood bedews my veins. 
And unimpaired remembrance reigns, ^ . ' 
Restotment of itay coiHitry^a fate 
Within my filial breast shall beat ; 
And, spite of her insulting foe. 
My sympaUuBiiig verie shall flow x 
Mourn, hapless Caledonia, mourn 
Thy banish'd peace^ thy laurels toca !. 



4 
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BRAW, BRAW LADS OF GALLA-WATKB. 

I HAVE heard a concludwg verse sung to these 
words — it is. 

An' ay she came at e'enin fa*, 
Amang the yellow broom, sae eerie. 

To seek die snood o* sOk she tint 
She ian na it;, but gat her dearie. 



Btew, bMw kUb of Galte^ter; 

O, braw lad^ of Galla-w^iter ! 
Ill kilt niy coat aboon my knee, 
Aiid follow mj love thro' die water. 

Sae fair her hair, sae brent her brow, 
Ste bomj blue her eea, my terie; 

Sae white her te^, sae swMl her ihou*, 
The mair I kiss, she's ay my dearie. 

O'er yon bank, and o'er yon brae, 
O'er yon moss amang the heather; 

I'll kilt my coat aboon my knee^ 
And fblldw my true love thro' A« wiiter. ' 



Down anumg die broom, the broom, 
Down amaDg the broom, my. dearie; 

The lassie kMt a niken flOMMid, 
That ooit her mony a Uirt and bbarie. 



WHAT IWILL I fiO Gin MY H0GG1£* DIE. 

Dtt^ WalkeTf who wom Mmitier at Vhffalt im 

1772, and is now (1791) Professor of Natural 
History, in the Unioemt^ of Edimbwrgk^ told Mu 
Middd ihefMmmg anteioU comeemi?ig thit air. 
—He said that some gentlemen, riding a few years 
ago through Liddesdale, stopped (U ,a hamlet am" 
sMng i^a fm komt, caUod Mottpamli mhem thug 
were struck with this tune, which an old woman, 
spinnir^ on a rock, at her door, was singing. — All 
lile coui^ toii eon e m mit i g it was, that she mm taught 
Uwhmsi dM, and it wm caOoi, VHmt win Idi> 
gin ^^y Hoggie die. No person, except a few fe- 
males ^ Mosspaul, kssew tkisjitu qld,tsme; which 
in all frobaUlity, would have been lost, had notom 

* fivfif, a Tfowag AMp^ before It Im kat Hi fint fleece^ 
tamed a Ilaryait Bogy flaaihriai«Mitdatteeadef hap> . 
tflil^ nhBakcsaMatabeerilada hnih i F — I to i l ii w . 
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tif the gentlemen, who happened to have aJhtU wiik 
km, taken it doxm. 

What will I do gin my hoggie die? 

My joj» my pride, my hoggie; 
My only beast, I had nae mae. 

And wow ! but I was vogie. 

The lee-lang night we watch*d the £iuld. 

Me and my faith^' doggje; 
We he^ nought but the roaring linn, 

Amang the braes sae scroggie* 

^ But the houlet cry*d irae the castle wa', 
The blitter frae the boggie. 
The tod reply'd upon the hill; 
I trembled for my hoggie. 

When day did daw, and cocks did craw. 

The morning it was foggie ; 
An unco' tyke lap o'er the dyke, 
And maist has lolled my hoggie,* 

* These words are certainly by Bonis, thoogh tliA Editor hat 
lieud thflm attribated to another writer, whose name he haa 
Ibrgotten. It is a ailly subject treated lablimely. It has wmdk 
of theftrvoarofthe ^YirioB." 



YOL. f. 



I DBBAM'd I LAY WUBRB FLOWBB8 WBBB 

Tabse two aanxaa I cmjfmA vks I wm seem' 

teen, and are amor^ the oldest of my printed 
pieces, 

\ 

I dreamM I lay where flowen were sphngiog, 

Gvij ia the many beam ; 
Ust'iiing to the wDd birds shiging. 

By a i'alling^, chrystal stream : 
Straight the sky grew black and dariog ; 

Thro' the woods the whiilwuids rave ; 
Trees with aged arms were warrfaig, 

Ccr the swelling, dnimlie wave. 
Such was my life's deceitful morning. 

Such the pleasures I enjoy'd ; 
But huag or booo, toud tempests storming^ 

A* my flowVy bHss destnr)r*d. 
The' fickle fortune has deceivM me, 
^ She promised fair, and perform 'd but ill ; 
Of Moy « Joy aad liopa bmayd m^ 

i beer • betfC AiR support me atffl; 
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AH 1 THE POOR SHBPHSRD's MOU&NFUI* FATR. 

TVme— GAUASBiuf. 

TBB old tUkf Sour Plimui Oalhaliiels, probC" 

bljf was the beginning of a song to this air, which 
ft now lost. \ 

The tune of GaHashiels was composed about the 

beginning of the present century/ by the Laird of 
GMadUds piper 



THE BAHKft OF TH« DEVON, 
Tone— Rbamnerach dhow sa chei. 

TbmSB vmok W€r€ composed ^ a charming prl, 
a Mm Charlotte Hamilton, who is now married to 
James M^Kitrick Adair, Esq, physician. She is 
suter to mg worthf f fiend, Gwin UmmUonl of 
Mumchline; and was bom on the banks of Jyr, 
but was, at the time I wrote these lines, residing at 
Hertftyston, in Clackmannanshire, on the romantic 

* The Piper of GaUaBbiels was the subject of an uopubluhed 
mock-heroic Poem, by UamUm qf Bangour. — £d. 

k2 , 



. banks of the little river Devon. — I first heard the 
mrfrom a Undg in Iwoemm, amd got tJk nates 
taken dofpn far this work. 

How pfeasttit die banks of the clear windkig Defon, 
With green spreadhi^ hashes and flow'ra Uo(miiiig . 

fair ! 

But the bonniest flowV on the banks of the Devon, 

■ 

Was once a sweet bud on the braes of the Ayr : 

Mild be the sun on this sweet-blushing flow'r, 
In the gay rosy mom as it bathes in the dew ; 

And gentle tlie ftli of the soft venial shower. 
That steals on the evening each leaf to renew ! 

O spare the dear blossom, ye orient breetes. 

With chill, hoary wing as ye usher the dawn ! 
And £ur be thou distant, thou reptile, that seizest^ 

The verdure and pride of the garden or hwn! 
Let Bourbon exalt m his gay gilded liUes, 

And England triumphant display her proud rose ; 
A fiilrer than either adorns die green vallies, 

Where Devon^ sweet Deivoni meandering flowi . 
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MILL, MILL 0-. — 

The original, or at least a song evidently prior 
to Ranmy's, is stili extant, — It rtms thus: 

The mill, mill 0, and the kill, kill O, 
And tlte coggin o* Peggy's wheel 0, 

J%e sack amd ike sieoe, and a* she did leave. 
And tknufd Oe mUtei^s reel 0, 

As I cam down yon waterside, • 
And by yon shellin-hill O, *• * 

There I spied a bonie bonie laa^^ 
And a laai that I Wd right weel O.— * 

« « * # 



Beneath a green shade I faud a fair maid 

Was sleeping sound and still 
A' lowing vri* love, my fancy did rove. 

Around her with good will^O : 

* The wyMPing tiro rhnrnT^ tfumgh pretty eoougb, partake 
valhirtooamdiof IIm ladftrinpttdtjortfie <<01dsiitiHi^ to 
Im admitted here.— fitf. 
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Her bosom I praa'd, but, sunk in her resl. 

She stir'd na my joy to spill-O ; 
While kindly she slept^ close to her I crept^ 
And JdsB'd^ and Idw'd her my fiU-0« 

'Obl^d by command in Fbnders to land, 

T* employ my courage and skill-O, 
Fnie 'er quietly I atawi hoist'd aail^ and awa. 

For wind blew fair on the h3I-0* 
Tvva years brought me hame, where loud-frasing fame 

Tald me with a voice right sbrili-O, 
My lasBy like a fool, had mounted die aCoo!,* 

Nor ken'd wha'd done her tha^ ili*0* 

Mair fond of her charms, with my son in her arms, 

A ferlyiqg apeer^d how ahe feU«0 ^ 
Wi' the tear b her eye, quolli she, let me die, 

Sweet sir, gin I can tell-O. 
Love gae the command, I took her by the handj. 

And bad her a' fears ezpet-O^ 
And nae mair look wan, for I was the man 

Wha had done her the deed myselMX 

My bonny sweet lasa^ on Ae fowany gnn^ 

Beneath the shilliug-hill-0 ;t 

# 

* Of iqiraatiaea. 

t WlMfs they wianow ttednflr firm tiiscora» 
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If I did offeQce, I'se make ye ameoda^ 

Belbn I leave BoM^i milU). 
O ! the mil], mill-O, and the kill, kill.O> 

And the cogging of the whed-0> 
Hie BMsk and the fleve, a' liiae niao keye. 

And round with a soger red-Q* 



In the west country t have heard a different 
edition of the second stanza, — Instead of the four 
Utm, b^kmu^ wUh, ''Wheo oockle-flhellgy'' &c. 
the oiker way ran thm:^ 

■ 

O wherefore need I busk my head. 
Or wherefore need I kame my hau> 

Sill 11 J fliuee hife Jhw me Ibrsoo^ 
ind iayi ImsV never Im me ttal 



O waly waly ap the baak. 
And waly waty doiwn Ae brae. 

And waly waly by yon borD-Aide;^ 
When I and Mgr kva me vofll to gie. 

• So it is ill the TcaTthkMi»€akH9fhQm'MAX^ 



i 

I 
i 
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I leant my back unto an aik, 

I thought it ms a tnitlie tiie; 
But 4nt it hom% - nd qme il take» 

And ne vay true love did lyghtlie me« 

O waly waly gm love be boany 

A litde time while it is new ; 
But when its auld it waxeth cauld. 

And hdeB awa' like morning-dew* 
O wherfore aho'd I huA my head f 

Or wherfore shu'd I kame my hair? 
For my true love has^me forsook. 

And saya he'U never loe me mair. 

Now Arthur-seat sail be my bed, 

The flheitB ahall oeur be fyV^ hymi 
Saint Anton's well sail be my drink, • 

Since my true love has forsaken me. 
Mard'mas wind, whan wik thou blew. 

And shake the green leaves aff die trie? 
O gentle death, whan wilt thou cum i 

For of my life I am weanei 

Tis not the frost that freezes fell. 

Nor bkivring flaw's inclemencie } 
Tis not sic canld diat makes me ay, . 

But my love's heart grown cauld to mCf 



137 



Wban we came io by Olaigowe tows^ 
We were a comly ri|^t to Me; 

My love was clad i' th' black velvet. 
And I myseli ia cnuuasie. 

But had I wHt before I kisBt, • 

That love had been sae iU to wio, 
1 had lockt my heart ia a caae of gowd. 

And pnin'd h wi' a aiUer pin. 
Oh, oh ! if my young babe were borae. 

And set upon the nurse's knee. 
And I myseli were dead and gone. 

For a maid agpdn He never be !^ 



DUNCAN OEAT. 

jDa Biaekloek informed me Mol he had often 

the tradition that this air was composed by a 
carman in Glasgow. 

Dmican Gray cam here to woo, 

JHia, Aa, the wooing o't, 
On blythe yule night when we were fou. 
Ha, ha, the woob^ (ft. 



* lliiiMagiiqnotodtaanuuicalmedl^pulilUiediBim. 
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Magffe coost her head fa' high, 
Look'd arident and inoo akaigh; 

Gart poor Duncan stand abeigh ; 
Ha, ha, the wooing oH* 

DnDcan fleedi'd and Dnnoan pra/d: 

Ha, ha, &ic, 
Meg was deaf as AiUa Craig* 

Ha, ha, Sfc . 
Duncan ngh'd baith out and in, 
Grat his e'en baitli bleert and blin, 
Spak o' lo wpki o'ar a lina ; 

Ha, ha, Sfc. 

Time and chance are but a tide, 
Ha, ha, Sfc. 

Shghted love is sair to bide, 

Ha, ha, Sfc* 
ShaH I, like a fcxA, quo' he^ 

For a ha ugh t)^ hizzie die ; 
She may gae to — France £ok mt I 
Ha, ha, ^c* 

How it comes let doctors tell. 
Ha, ha, 

» 4.wel^kBMnit«c|LiBtliei9:^ofq|[<lc. 
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Meg gnm flck— M he graw ImI, 

Ih, ha, S^c, 
Something in her bosom wrings, 
Fcr idkf a sigli ahe bring! ; 
And O, lier e'oD, they spak ac ddb^t 

Ha, ha, Sfc» 

Duncan was a lad o' grace^ 

Ha, ha, Sfc' 
Maggie's was a piteous case, 

Ha, ha, S$c. 
Duncan could na be bar deaA, 
Swelling pity smoor'd his wrath ; 
Now ttm'fc cionae and can^ baitfaf 

Ha, ha, tike apootng o'L 



BVKB4BTOH DBUMa. 

This is the last of the West Highland airs; and 
Jrom it, over the whole tract of countty to the am- 
Jma Tmml ridt, tkm m kardfy a tmm wmmg 
that one can say has taken its origin from anyplace 
or transaction in that part of Scotland. — The oldett 
jiffMre reel, ii iSlawton iMmm, mkick woe made 



I 
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by the father the presaU Sir W$Mer Mantgamety 
Cunningham, Mu Lord Lyle; dnee which period 
there has indeed been local music in that country 
in great pleHty,^Jdtaa» Faa is the only old tong 
which I eoM ecer trace a» belonging to the exten- 
' sive county of Ayr* < 



TODLEN HAMB. 

Tsisis, perhaps, the fint pottle song that ever . 
woe compoeed* 

When I've a saxpence under my thumb, 

Tlien I'll get credit in ilka town: 

But ay when Tm poor they bid me gae by 

O ! poverty parts good company. 

Todlen hame, todlen hame, 
Coudna my loove come todlen hame'i 

Fair*&' the goodwif(^ and send her good aale. 
She gi'es us whke bapmocks to drink her ale^ 

. Syne if her tippony chance to be sma', 
We'll tak a good scour o\ and ca't tfwa'. 
ZVnttni hmnef todkn home, 

As round as a neep* come, todlen hame. 
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^My kimmer and I lay down to sleep, 

And twa pintstoups at our bed-feet ; 

And ajr wheo ^ 'ynke^d, we drank tbem diy : 

Whit think ye of my wee kimmer and I ? 
Todlen but, and todlen ben,* 
Sae rmmd as my hove comes todien home. 

• 

Leei me oo liquor^ my todlen dow, 

Ye're ay sae good humour'd when weeting your mouy 
When sober sac sour, ye'il fight wi' a flee. 
That 'tb a blyth oght to the bairns and me. 
When tod/en liame, todlen home, 
ffhen round as^a ueep ye come todlen hame. 



CAULD KAIL IN ABEEDBEN. 

Tma wnguhgike DuU Gordam.-^Th€ old 



There's cauld kail in Aberdeen, 

And castockft in Strabogie ; 
When ilka lad mann hae his Ian, 

Theil fye, g^e me my cogte. 

* Bti mtihmfh ihit •ntfriad imm fooa. la km 
homMm of two loomi, the outer room ia caOedite htt^ and <Im 
iaaer one ftiik ^ 
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My cogic, Sirs, my cogie. Sirs, 

I cannot want my cogie : 
I wadna gie «y tkrci-girr'd stotip 

Far a* the qitem m Bcgit. 

There's Jclmie Smith has got a wife 

Thftt scrimpt him o' hit eogie. 
If she wm BUM^ dponinjlife 

Vd douk her in a bog^. 
My cogie, Sirs, Sfc, 



There's cauld kail in Aherdeen, 

And castocks in Stra'bogie ; 
Gin I but liae a bonny laas, 
Ye'fe welcome to your cogie t 
And ye may sit up a' the night. 
And drink till it be braid day-light ; 
Gie me a laas baith clean and tight, 
To dance the Reel of Bogie. 
In cotillons the French excel ; 
John Bull loves coontn^danoes ; 
The Spaniaidi dance fandangos well; 
Mynheer an allemande prances: 



III foonoaie mla the Scotch delight. 
The threesome maist davoe wond'roiis li^t ; 
But twMoai^'ft fUqg a' out o' li^, 
Baoc'd to the Ball of Bogie. 

Comc^. lads^ and ww your partnen weU, 
Wale each a blyduume rogie j 
ni tak this lassie to mysel. 
She seems sae keen and vogie ! 

Now piper lad bang up the spring ; 
Tlie countra fashion is the things ^ ' 
To prie their mou's e'er we begin 
To dance die Bed of Bogie. 

Now ilka lad has got a lass^ 
Save 3m aold doited fogief . 
And ta'en a fling upo' tbe grass. 
As they do in Stra'bogie : 
But a' the lasses look sae faini 
We canna think oursePs to hain,t 
For they maun hae their come again 
To dance the Reel of Bogie. 

Now a' the lads hae done their besty 

.like true naen of Stra'bqpa; 
Well stop awhile and tak m rest^ 

And tipple out a cogie : 
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Come now, my lads, and tak your glass^ 
And try ilk other to surpass. 
In wishiog heahli to miy hfB 
To dance the Reel <^ Bogie* 



FOR LAKE OF GOLD. 



TiKB anmtty girls tn Jj^nhire, nutead of the 

She me fonook for a great Aake, 
iay, 

For Atfaok^s duke lAie me forsook ; 

mikkh I take tabetke mgbial reading. 

These wn^ were c(myp(md by the late Dr. Auttmi 
physician at Edinbia^h, — He had courted a lady* 

to whom he was shortly to have been married: but 

the Duke of A thole having seen her, became so much 

in hoe tsrith her, that he made proposals of mw^ 

riage, which were accepted of, and she jilted the 

Doctor. 

* 

* Jesn, etni^tei of Jdte Thmmmd, of WUg^ndtt, Biq. 
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WB BAH AXB VHBT BAM.* 

Xbs oatfAor of We nui ind dwy mI llMy 

ran and we ran, (3fc. tras fAe /a^c Eeu. Murdoch 
H'Lenmn, nUnister at Crathie, Dee^ndc* 

There's some say that we wan^ 

SoM fl^ tiuit ihigr iviBy 
Some tliaft one wan «l «^ OHii; 

But oue thing I'm sure. 

That at Slieiiff Makt 
A bsltfe Aaie ifaa^ lylnoii'I aiw ibm • 

And we ran and they ran, and they ran, and 
• we ran, and we rati, and they ran, awa\ man. 

* Thii ecpy ii fionBilMtfi CoOL nitliliisHiitMieal 

t Ttie battle of Dumblain or Sheriff-muir was fongbt tbe 13th 
of November 1715, between the Mil of Mar, for the Chevalier, 
and the duke of Argyle for the govenaaeiiti Both sides claimed 
tte vietoiy, the left wing of eltfier army behig routed. The 
ouptaii of gjpartuPi It fa iroiy mankMn, happeaad on thasaaia 
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ftrave Argyle* and Belhaven^f 
Not like frighted LefenJ: 
.« Which liothe8§ and Haddington|| sa' man ; 
For they all with Wightman** 

Whib odMM took flight, bemg ra'^ mm^ - 
And we ran, and thet^ ran, Sgc* 

Lord Roxburghff was there. 
In order to share 

With Doa|^4t ^ 

Volunteerly to ramble 
With lord Loudon CampbeU,|^ 
Brave Ihi>i||| did Mi£fer for a' man* 
Andm tm^ and Hu^ ran, Sfc. 

' * Jda(CaiiipbelO<ddQkeof Afgyle,eoaiinaQder iacM 
the goyeroment forces ; a Dobleman of great talents tad iais- 
grity, mnch respected by all parties : died 1743. 

t John (Hamilton) lord Belhavcn; served as a ▼olnnteer; aad 
bad the command of a troop of horse raised by the county of 
Haddington: perished at sea, 1721. 

t David (Lesly) earl of Leven ; for the govemmeiit« 

§ John (Lesly) earl of Rothes; for the govemmeDt. 

|j Thomas (Hamilton) earl of Haddingtooi for the government. 
Major general Joseph Wightman. 

tt John (Ker) first duke of Roxburgh j for the gpvemment* 

}| Archibald (Douglas) duke of Dooglas* * 

f$ Hugh (Campbell) carl of Loudon. 

in Archibald earl of Hay, brotber to tiM duke of Aigyle. He 
was daBgeroa^jr wwnded. 
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Sir John Schaw,* that great knight, 

Wi* broad-sword most bright, 
On lioneback he ksuUf did chaige, wum ; 

Ad hero tint's bold, 

None could him with-hold, ^ 
He stoutly encounter'd the targemelL 
And we ran, and thy ran, tfc» 

• 

For the cowardly Whittam,*|- 

For fear they should cut him. 
Seeing glittering broad-sWords w? a pa*, man, 

And that in such thrang, 

Made Baird edicang,j; 
And from the brave clans ran awa', man* 
And W€ ran, and they ran, Sfc. 

Brave Mar| and Panmure|| 
Were firm I am sure, 

The latter kidnapt avva*, man, 
With brisk men about, 

* An officer in the troop of gentlemea Vftlnntecrff* 
t M^or>general ThomM Whitbm. 
t i e. Aid du camp, 

§ John (Enkine) murl of Mar, commander in diief of the Che* 
valier's army; a nobleman of great spirit, hoooiir, and abilitiei. 
He died at Aix-la-Chapelle ui.l73t« 

I JaBNs(Maiile)ttil 'ofPlaiiioi«$ diedatPariSv ms. 
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Jcinif^ nany^ mooK 
His brother, and laught at them a', man* 
Jini me rum, (mi tkof mif tfc 

Grrave Mmlnllt and lithgow^ 
And Qleafferff^ piAi too, * 

Assisted by brave Loggie-man,[| 

And Gordons the bii^it 

So boldly did ^ 
The redcoats took flight and awa' man* 
And we ran, and they ran, S^c. 



* Honorable Harry Maale, 

stance here alhided to is tfaas related in the earl ef Mar's printed 
account of the engagement: *^ The prisoners taken by ns were 
very civilly used, and none of them stript. Some were allow'd 
to return to Sterling upon their parole, &c. . . The few prison- 
ers taken by the enemy on our Left were most of them stript 
and wounded after taken. The earl of Panmure being first of 
the prisoners wounded after taken. They having refused his 
parole, he was left in a village, and by the hasty retreat of the 
enemy, upon the approach of oar anny, waa reacu'd by his tea- 
ther and his servants." 

t Oeofge (Kaith) eari Marischall, then a yonth at college. He 
4iad at Mi gafenment of NaaAhatel in I77i. His hrothar, lha 
cddmrted BWtriMll Kflilk, was with hhn m this battled 

i JaaasCUfiairtoa) eail of Otedar and XJnWgoir: at- 



f AlasaiiderBPDiNiakI of 61en|aiy, kkdofadtt; alnafa 
and'spidtaddM: allabted. 

hattdioQaQflhaniiiunidi. Hewiiwoa&M. 
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. Strathinore* «Mi CtaoDildt 
Ciyd fltaiy adfince, DcnmM! 

Till both these heroes did fa', man 
For there was such hashing. 
And hrmd tmfdi m dkAiag, 

Brave Forfar^ himself got a cla*, man. 
JlBd we roH, and thy ran, Sgc. 

* John (Lyon) earl of Strathmore ; a man of good partSj of 
a most amiable di^oaition and character.* 

t BaoaU WDouM, ciptiin of Gfaui BaaaM. N,B. Tha 
opIilaaC adw «ii mt nho^ bsiagaeKtarMarialiloodto 
AacUif, headed tfwi ia hk iH i mry or a bi sa cs. 

t ^ We lucft lost to our regret, tiie eari ef Strathmore and the 

captain of Clan Ranald." Earl of Mar's Letter to the governor 
of Perth. Again, printed account : " We cann't find above 60 
of oar men in all kill'd, among whom were the earl of Strathmore 
[and] the captain of Clan Ranald, botli much lamented." The 
latter, for his good parts and gentle accomplishments, was 
look'd upon as the most gallant and generous young gentleman 
anioug tbe chuii. • . He was lamented by both partiet that Iwew 
him." 

Hfe araai, wha I19 « llM walddaf Ui M te4y, 1^ 
adudaaxtdigrvhatlwt Miaafmia^Qawisa awa yeilir* 
^y.^Besweini JiMfwy la Hff flMdM^ 

§ Archibald (Douglas) earl of Forfar, who commanded a regi- 
ment in the duke's army. He is said to have been shot in the 
kuee, and to have had 10 or 13 cuts in his head from the broad* 
Mionb. HeiAkdaftiwdaysafterof JuawooBdi, 
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Lord Perth* stood the storm, 

Seftfortfaf bat Mamm, 
Kilsyth j: and Stnitlnflan^ aot M, no; 

And Hamilton|| pled 

The meo were not hred. 
For he had no haoy to h* mo. 

jliid we ran, and thei^ ran, ^c* 

Brave generous Southesk,** 
Tilebeimff was brisk, 
Whose father indeed would not dra'^ mm, 

* James marquis of Drnmmond, son of James (Drnmmond) 
duke of Pertli, was lieutenant general of horae, and <*bebafe4 
with great gallantry.'' He was attaioted, bat ese^^ to Jfraacei 
where he soon after died. 

t WaUaoi (Mackenae) efri pf S«ijfortl|. He wi|i atti|iiited» 
and died in 1740. 

t WXSma (Ufiofiton) ntewmt KUqrfb : attainted^ 

f William (Dnunmond) viacoiiDt StnitballaB ; whose mm of 
lojalty coidd scarcely cqfBil the i|»hrit and activitj he Bianife^ 
intfiecaiiBe. He was taken prisoner Id this hattle, which be 
sonrbed to peridi hi flie stOl nerefttal one orCaIhideD>inoir. 

I lientenantfeneral Oeorge Hamfltonf coamiandfaig vnder 
the earl of Mar. 

James (Carnegie) earl of SontlMSfc; was attainted^ and, 
escaping to Prance, died there in 17*!9. 

tt William (Murray) marquis of Tullibardin, eldest son to tbo 
dnke of Atbol. Having been attainted, he was taken at sea ixK 
)746» and died soon »fter, of a flux, in the Tower, 
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lolo nme yoke. 
Which serv'd for a cloak. 
To Joeep tlie estate 'twut them tm, wm^ 

And we ran, and they ran, Sfc. 

« 

Kintoref and his beard, 
PitsUgoj: and Ogilvie^ a', man, 

Aod brodMn BaUbuia,! . 

They stood die first ^oVrs, 
Clackmannan and Burleigh*''^ did cla', man^ 

a 

And we ran, and th^ ran, Sfc, 



• Bofcart OBoDo) M IMto; ^aaHnflf rfagrinrMrilav^ 
Kiaat ialBfrft|f ^ dMI la l7aa* 

t William (Keith) earl of Kintore. 

I Aknader (Forbes) lord PjAtlago} « man of good parti, 
paathflOQUand qmit, and universally beloved and eAtaMDad^" 
Hewweagaged a9HB|Bt^§iB|k«f fivuliiehha mtat* 
laiatad, aaddiadalaaadfaaMdafeiairat. 

f taHt Ml Ogilvie, tUMt Mi af Ikaii (Ogilvie) tad af 
Airly. Bi iia iatti ii^ a i, bat t llti iaai i i y aiai iiMi i L ifiiitflNr, 

not ^iro'tag' ta^o mane yokif sared the estate. 

I Sone rdatioBs it is sopposed of tlie lord Borleigli. 

^ Robert (Balfoar) lord BmrlelgPi. He mi attabted, aa4 
#ed ia t79r, 
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Bot Cleppan* acted pretty, 

And Strowan the wit^y,+ 
A poet tluil pleases m man; 

For mine is bat liume, 

In respect of what's fine, 
Or wbet he is eUe to 4rai'« nMk 
And we rmt, ami ran, lift* 

For HuntlyJ and Sinclair,^ 

They both play'd the tiodair. 
With conscieiices hhck like % cn!, man* 

Some Angus and Fiferaen * 

They ran for their life, man, 
AoA ne'er a Lot's wife there at a', nwiL 
jtnd we ran, and thy ran, 4rc. 

• Ut^at WiUiMB Glcphaaa^ a^ntaatipeneiia to the 

f AlesMtrBblisrtMMi efilnnai i^Mng expe ri e a sa d 
emaytkfaiildbonM^ iMa itoM fimiiMW, disd tapsMe 
ir^. H^iiMaafl«:^Uwtpos^aadkailiaal^i^f%^ 

niHdhii. 



try, (of which we iMSi lueul ^vMi isMirf alh9 iailHcef)] 

nuune^ neutral. 

§ John Sinclair, esq. commonly called master of Sinclair, eldest 
HOD of Henry lord Sinclair ; was attainted, but afterward par- 
doned, and died iii 1750. The estate, was preserved of 
course. 
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Then Ijunie the tnqflor^ 

Who betrayM his master, 
His king and his countrie and a', many 

Giv9 order to fight, 
To the right of the army wom^, amu^ 

And we ran, and they ran, Sfc. 



wrtt»Fa<»«i<wrlh>a1toif>ii nH M flw <>i<riMr 

Argyle, but in walitj aded lh» pvt of a tpgr* gMW kii 
grace tmilWgMf n of all the MOtjoi of the <nemy. TUsmb 

iwM employed the day of the actioii, as aid de camp to the lovi 
Drwnmond, and in that quality attended the earl of Mm- to re- 
ceive his orders ; the earl, when he found his right was like to 
break the duke's lefl, sent this Drummond with ordcni to gene* 
ral llammilton, who commanded on the rebels' left, to attack 
the enemy briskly, for that he was like to get the better ou the 
right. But Dmmmond, as they pretend, gave contrary orders, 
and intelligence to general Hammilton, acquainting him that the 
eari'a right wai broke, and desiring the general to retire with all 
the I nniiliMi pawible, and te the best order he could. Upon' 
which general Hammilton ga^e orders to ilicfcan thft imafcy 
ifinchwaaobiy'd. Then the dnke't light ippMadifa^ teMit 
flf thiM ptm mgr wiihoal striking a atraka^ aad lhaae wkm 



pMbfiam iKkmiwad ihij pnlMid that 
poAnaiig thia treachetoM paftt vtat om to the doke.* 

Campbell's Life tif John Duke qf Ar^yle, p. 204 
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Then Laurie, for fear 
Of what he might hear, 
Took I^npniiMiid'a belt; boive and nrn'^ um, . 

Imtewi going to Fertfa> 

He crossed the Firtli, 

AkN^ Stuiing4iri40e and awa^, wo$m^ 
And we ran, and tftfy ran, Ige, 

To London he ptemfd. 

And there he addressed, 
That he behav'd best o' them a'^ man ^ 

And Ihere without strife 

Got settled for life, 
.An hundred a ^ear to his fa', man. 
'4nd we rmh and lAey rem, ifc* 

In Burrowstounnois 
He resHte dnginoey 

Till his neck stand in need of a dra*, nAn^' 

And then in a tether 
^ He'll swimg £rae a kdder^ 
[And] go aff die* stage with a pa', umiL 
And m ran, and thei^ ran, S$c, 

Rob Roy* stood watch 

On a hill for to catch 

• MAmoog ottecaBMoftiierMirmirfvtaaahithatd^jr» 
reckon the part IMi2oy,M. Gregw, acted tthtSM; 
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The booty for ought that I sa', mmk, 

For he ne'er adf«Mf d 

Ffon tile place 'he was stanc'dy 
Till fiae mair to do there at a', man. 

Rob Roy, or (R«f| Rolnn t, was brother to the laird of M, Gregory 
and commanded that clau in his brother's absence, bat in the 
day of battle he kept his men together at some distance without 
allowing them to engine, the' they abow'd all the willingness 
kumagauJbiU, and waited only an opportunity to phndcr, which 
waSy It seems, the chief of his design of coming there. This clan 
mt a hardy roogh peo^y but noted for pilferioig^ at Ifaoy if 
npoB tbebofte of the Hi|^rt«Mb, aadthiiM Asy hadesor- 
diadlhairldaBti tliat my prttfjr bmcIi ba Idnd of ttdefiaK 
w he canM oe af^Mt «i» Me af Hoaboii^ friNiMy ai 
allaifn^. rhwtnfl liiai nf a wall ftwijl aitafn.* OwfMI^I^ 
If J. JD« ^^fleyir» 9. ee& 

Tlaeqedaatof tMa p a lln aiH i (who, <U hbtatiaawoaW— t 
tdl liad aMamed Ike Mmaof ranpliB, hliewmbeiBg 
pnUbited by act of pariiaaNst) wm dMi aaoie torprisiag, at be 
bad aterbeae fn— tbed i&r ooarafeandaatfadty. Wbtade- 
iMbf eeeefUiafni oiBcen to go and aniit bb ftiendt, he is 
reported to have said, If they cannot do it without me, they 
cannot do it with me.'' It is more than probable, however, tliat 
his interference would have decided the fortune of that day in 
favour of his own party. ** He continued in arms for some 
years after, and committed great depredations in the shires of 
Dumbarton and Lenox, particularly on the duke of Montrose's 
lands, defeating several detachments sent to reduce him.** 

Boyse's History of the i?«MM«k tto is in the muiibcr of tboie 
attaiat*>d by pariianitnt. 
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So we a' took the flight. 
And Modbray ^ wrii^ \ 
Bat Letfaam ih» mmA ww m Ism' nura. 

For he took the gout. 
Which truly wis wit, 
iyyu^ifpag it tune to wkbdni'y num. ' 

And we ran, and ihey ran, Sfc, 

^ And trumpet McLean, 

Whose bieeks were not clean, 

Thro' mislbrtone he happeu'd to fa , man, 

By aa^ri^g 1b0 tteok 

Hb tfmnpet did break, 

CBme afF without musick at a*, man.* 

jMd m rau, aad ihe^ ra% Sfc* 

^ tte pwticalan of IMb amedote ao ^i/ktn appear. 
hKO k n^poied to be tiie«nBeJ<te BPLetm, irun^, idto mi 
■eat lima loffdMw, then at Peiilb, with a letter to flie dokoof 
p*. Argyle, at Stirling camp, ou the 30th of October. 'Vide Origind 

i^" * LetterSfilSO, Two copies, however, printed not long after 
IMS, read, " And trumpet Marine.*' 

In 1782 the son of this Trumpeter Marine told the Earl of 
Haddington (then Lord Binning) that the first circuit he ever 
attended, as one of his Majesty's household trumpeters, was the 
Northern, in the year 1716, along with old Lord Mirto. That 
die reaioa of his gomg there was, that the circuit immediately 
preoediagy bis father had been so haraiMd in every town he 
weat through, by the people singing bb vene, ^ilHd Ihmpet 
Mmimf wkm hnek$,' &e. of this tong^ that he swore he anonld 
Mfor goagiia; aod octainy lailjpied his sitnatloa hi lifoar of 
bk ■oB^Oiavbeffk JEHit. ^PMf ^ Mfaatfl. 



Digitized by Google 



157 



So there such a race was^ 

^ ne'ec in that pkce wMy 
Ani M VMd diaie mm wk a', man ; 

Frae ither they 'run* 

Without took o' drum ; 
They dad nol anke on of a pa'^ mn. 

And we ran, and they ran, and thejf ran, amd 
m ran, and we ran, and thy ran ami, manl^ 

• This battle has also been celebrated in a sort of dialogue, 
printed in Ritson's Collection of ScotLsk Songs j between " Will 
lick-ladle and Tom Clean-cogue^ twa Shepherds wha were feed- 
ing their flocks on the Ochil-hills on the day the battle of Sheriff^ 
M«ir was fought." The mode of narration n well chosen, bat 
tte potm has tittle other merit, except as being a cirevmituitiil 
and a sort of gMttla aceoant of tke aibir. 

flo faaaia^eafc ctM aot mufm Ifaa Mbm liiiili Iimbiiii 
laHncI tfie'tglit of DanBOckbarn, and ia Hm aflcem y aay i a g 
stHM we km additianal pivof of .the ardent aad 
ariad of Baiasy wldch wImii ronied in llie cante of Fitiiotinay 
caald terast tka ladast materiab wfft the liches of ita owa 
fHhn. llQMlflBilitiaMaiaori|yM«a1haail|iMi9M 
Iha Modil b Bka a fate lha Imn p aa wM ^i^^atmp maOn 
Copyist same tree waawdwitfa the Bfeaadcfalfaad kkim 
irerdofe of spring. TUs It oae aaiOBg iananierable kntanoea, la 
which he has displayed the versatility of his powers in new-mo- 
delling Uie ancient ballads of his country. 

" KaUm «pMd teliglfc a«i onunrit.* 
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ON THE BATTLE OF SU&J^IFF-MUIE, 

BSTWfEN 

The Duke qf Argyle and the Earl qf Mar, 

" O cam ye here the light to bhun. 
Or herd the sheep wi* me, man i 

O ware ye at the Shem-muir, 
And did the battle see^ man 
I 8AW the battle, sair and tough. 
And reekio-red nm mooy a aheiigh. 
My heart for fear gae sough for sough, 
To hear the thuds, and see the cluds 
O' ckns Irae wooda, in tartan duds, 

Wha giaum'd at kingdoms three, man. 

The red-coat lads wi' black cockades 

To meet them were im slaw, man ; 
They rush'd and push'd, and blude outgusk^d. 

And mooy « bonk* did fa', man : 
The great Argyle led on his files, 
I wat they glanced twenty miles : 
They hack'd and hash'd, while broad-swords dashed, 
And thro' they daah'd, and hew'd and snuudi^d. 

Till fey men died awa, man. 

* A fton/e—a carcasSi the body of a man. 
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' Bot fatil 3ftm seen the pUfifaegs^ 

And skyrin taitan trews, man, 
Whea m the teeth they dar'd our wfaig9i 

And eovemot true Miici, man ; 
In lines extended lang and large, 
When bayonets opposed the targe^ 
And tfaooMmds hastea'd to fhe chaige, 
Wil Highland wrath they frae the sheath, 
Drew blades o' death, till, out o* breathy 

Tbey fied like £r^hted dooi, man. 

** O how deii Tarn can that he. true ? 

The chase gaed frae the north, man: 
Imm myatMi Ibey did punne ' 

TTic horseman back to Fordi, man ; *• 
And at Dumblane, in my ain sight, 
Tbegr took the brig wi' a' their mighty 
And straBght €o Stirling wing'd their iight ; 
But, cursed lot ! the gates were shut. 
And mony a huntity poor red-coat 

For fear amaist did swarf, man.'* 

My sistei' Kate cam up the gate 

Wi' crowdie unto me, man ; 
She swore she saw some rebels run 

Frae Perth unto Dundee, man : 



Their ]6ft4ittid 0nml hMi M ik^ 

The Angus lads had nae good will 
That day their neebors' blood to spill ^ 
For feu, hy ioe§, tfant-tfaey dboold hm 
Thar cogs o' hnm ; all crying woes. 
And so it goes you seej man. 

Tbtrfre kit aome pUaat gendemtn, . ^ 

Amang the Highland clans^ man : 
I fear my lord Panmure is slaii^ . 

Or lyioQ m lAaggiA hmdt, man : . 
Now imd ye sing this doable fight, 
Some fell for wrang, and some for right ; 
But mony bada tba worid gude aigbtj 
Tlien ye may tell, how pell and mell, 
By red claymores^ and muskets* kneU| 
Wi' dyiag jFeU, the txwiee fall, 

Aftd whjfi to hflB did flee, man^ 



Ml 

* 

HS&e's ▲ HBALTH TO MY TRUE LOTEi 

TBttitong k Dr. JBtaMoelfi,—He told me tiai 

iradition gives the air to our Jame$ IV* of Scot* 



BIDS TB TBX. 

Thmbe U a beauHftd sm^ to thu tme, hegk^ 

nifig, 

, Alas, my son, you little know — 

which is the compoiitian of a Mi» Jemof Graham 
ef Dm^rta.^ 

Akt ! my son, you little know 

The sorrows that from wedlock flow : 

Farewel to every day uf ease» 

When yon haye gotten a vife to pkaie^ 

* Miss Graham was a maiden lady; she lived to a pretty 
old age, and at length died a martyr to an asthma of many 
years continuance, the pain of which she alleviated by exer- 
cising her cheerful diipositioii in compoiing imnoiinuis flcotiak 

vol.* I. M 
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Sae bide you yet, and hide you yet. 

Your experience is but small, 

yet you've met with little thrall ; 
• The black cow on yoar foot ne'er trod,* 
Whicli gan you mg ahng the road. 

Sae bide you yet, i^c. 

Sometimes the rock, sometimes the reeU 
Or some piece of the spinning-wheel, 
Oie win drive mt you wi' good wiD, 
And then aend you to the de'iL 
Sae hide you yet, Sfc. 

When I like you was young and free, 
I vahied not the proudest she ; 
like you I mainly boaated then. 
That men done were bom to ragn. 

Sac bide you yet, Sfc. 

• This is an ancient proverbial expression. It is used by Sit 
John Harrington in his translation of the Orlando Furioso (b. vx. 
T$>) wliWp yeikiBg o£ 9am leqr young tiawifil i y ha mh 

It is used in Yorkshire to this day, and is generally applied to 
such indiscreet unmarried young men as hafe not yet sovm thok 
wild oats. 

0 
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Great Herculw tnd Sampson too. 
Were stronger men than 1 or you \ 
Y«k ttaf «m biiQ^ by tliw dcan^ 
AdhL ftit Om 4Mtaff a»d the ibMn. 

Sae bide y<m yet, ic» 

. Stout gates of bnit, uid weH-liuilt walK 

Are proof 'gainst sword» and cannon-baUs; 
But nought is found by sea or land. 
That can a wayward wife witbstand. 



■IDB TB TBT. 

Gm I bad B WM hoiiie tad a cas^ wee &% 

A bonny wee ^ifie to praise and admire, 
A bonny wee yardie aside a wee bum ; 
Fareweel to tbe bodies that yammer and mourn. 
Sae hide ye yety and hUe ye yet, 

IV little ken what may betide ye yet^ 
Seme iomn^ nm Mjf mt^ he im^ lei, 
Atid ra be Mufy wP thmkmg iff. 

WbeB I gang afield, aad coaae boon at e'e% 

111 get my wee wifie fou neat and fou clean j 
And a bonny wee baime upon her knee. 
Thai will CTfi pqiia, or daddy, to me* 
' 8q€ tide ye yet, ^c. 

M 2 
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And if dim happen ever to be 

A difference atween my wee wifie and me, 

In hearty good humour^ although she be teaz'c^ 

rn kilt her and dap her until be pkai'd* 

iSae hide ye yet, Sfc. 



HEY TUTTl TAXTX.* 

I HAVE met the tradition universally over Scot^ 

« 

hmdp and parHcularly about SHrUng, m the neigh- 

« 

• To llib BfMjr Bom adq^ted Ui eeMntod mMnm «f 
BivM At' BtenncklMiniti IBm ^^ngi oii virftHig the lettto of 
tliat ■monUe bttOo are dewiifaed jattMpoMIAiiiJpMMl 

la the Bditof^ powmrion^ in language almost m nblfaae and 
energetic at tliat of Us heart-roiniof Poem, and Ibey are both 
here inserted, that the reader may jadge between the embiya 
and the full-grown offspring of his genins. 

Bannockbum. Here no Scot can pass nninterested. I 
fancy to myself that I aoe ay gallant, heroic conntrymen coming ^ 
o'er the hill, and down npon the plnnderen of thohr country, the 
mordereiB of their fatheia ; noble revenge end jnst hate i^oifhig 
in ereiy foin,, striding more and more eagerly m Ih^ e|ipraedi 
the opproMivey inadting, UooMria^ Ibel lare theai Moetr 
hi {^rionily trinnphMit eoagmtohtion, on tte vieteriooe fioM^ 
esnltiag in Iheur horoie royal Loader, aad rescned liberie aad 
tadapendeaoo r 

BoasiT 

« 
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hour hood of the scene ^ that this air was Robert 
march at the battk <^ Banmckhmu 



lOiBKT BBVCB's AMUSM TO Bit ABUT. 

Scots, wha Lae wi' Wallace bled, 
Scots, wham Bruce has aftenlody 
Welcome to your gory bed, ■ 
Or to florioiu victorie. 

Kow^ tin day, and bow's fhe hour; 
8m the front o' battle lour; 
8m approach proud Edward's power<— 
Edward I chains and slavehel 

Win will be a traitor kmre? ' 
Wha can iUl a ceii«id*k grave? 
Wha aae Imm at be a daw? 
TMtorl eewaidr tanaadfleel 

Wha for Scotland's king and kw 
AeedoMffeawd w3X itraagHy dnwp 
nee-aMB ftnidy er fteeiMftV 
Gakdonfauit enwi'awl . 

By oppression's woes and paiosl 
By your sons in servile cbaiof; 
We will drain our dearest veins, 

Bat tkejr tbaU be-nriiaU befteel 

Lay the pnmd usurpers lowl 
Tyrants fall in every foe; 
Liberty's in every blow ! 
Forward! let us do, or diel 



L 



Digitized by Google 



10B 

BATING WlltOS ABOtrif» HBB BMWIKfl. 

J COMPOSED these verses Oft Miss Isabella 
M*Leod of Raza, aiktding to her /eelingi on the 
death of her mtar, mid tke ttill more melanekofy 
death of her §bter^» hmbatid, the laU Earl of 
Loudon* 

Itee— M'Gjuqob ov Robots Lambmt. 

Raviog wnMb aiouiicf her blowing^ 
Ydlow leaves die woodiioult alrowiiig, 

By a river hoarsely roarings 
Isabella stray'd deploring. 
Furewel hotm, that lata dU mflMora 
Sunshine days of joy and pleasure ; 
Hail ! thou gloomy nigbt oi WKOV, 
CheeikM niglit that knoifi ao oMnrow! 

O'er the Past too fondly wandering, 
On the hopeless Future wandering; 
Chilly giief my life-blood foexes, 
Fell despair my fancy seizes. 
Life, thou soul of every blessiDgi 
Load to miflo^ moal distntamg; 
Gladly how would I resign thee, 
And to dark obhvion join thee i 
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This song is the work of a Mr. Alexander Ross, 
hue sckooknaUer 4U IahMu^ and author of a 
beautiful Scots poem, called, The Fortunate Shep- 
herdess. 

ft 

TWe— Lucy Campbell. 

They say t|^t Jock^y'U speed weel o't, * 

Tktei 88y i3bat JodkefH speed o% 
For he grows brawer Uka day, 

I hope we'll hae a bridal o't : 
For jestero^t, nae £uder game. 

The backfaooie at itub ode W o% 
He there w? was mirden seen^ 

I hope we'll hae a bridal o't 

Jkn we had bat a bndal o% 

An we had but a bridal o't, 
We'd leave the rest unto gpde lack|' 
iUdK/ dieie flhodd betide a ol : 

* An accsant of Hr. Ro» au^ be ictDiatha Append ta 
thbfolaaw^ oHulEaflfic*^ 



1 



1(18 

For bridal days are merry timesy 
And young folks like the conung o\ 

And flcribMeii tb<;y btng np tMr i^spa/n^ 
And pipen they the bammiiig o't 

The lasses like a bridal o\ 

The luseB like a bridal o% 
Their braws maun be m rank and ffle, 

Altho' that tliey should guide ill o't : 
The boddom o' the kist is then • 
Tum'd np unto the inmost o% 

The end that held the kecks sae cleao^ 
. Is DOW become the teemest o't 

The bangster at Ae threshing o\ 

The bangster at the threshiug q% 
Afore it comes is fiikdn foin. 

And ilka day'a a chuhing o't : 
He'll sell his jerkin for a groat, 

His linder for anither o% 
And e'er he want to dear his shoC^ 

Hb sark'U pay tlie tither o't. 

The pipers and the fiddlers o% 
The f>ipers and die fiddlers o% 

Can smell a bridal unco far^ 
And like to be the middlers o't: 
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Ean* thick and threefold they cooveney 

Ilk ane envies the tither o't. 
And ^iviahes nane but him alane 

May ever see anither o't 

Fan they hae done wi' eating o't, 

Fan they hae done w v eating o't, 
For dancing they gae to the green^ 

And aiblins to the beating o't : 
He dances best that dances fast. 

And loups at ilka reesing o't, 
And daps his hands frae hough to hough. 

And furb about the feezings o't. 

* Ftm, when— the vidgv dialeet of Angw. 




170 



WHAT AILS THS LASSBA^ AT MS.' 
IVOM— Aw TOM ElMK W4D LIT KB BK. 

I am a iMtcbdiyr winsome, 

A fanner rank and degree. 

An* few I see gaog out mair handsome. 

To Idrk or to market than me ; 

I have outsight and insight and credit, 

And horn any eelist I'm free, 

Fm well enough boarded and bedded, 

And what ails the lasses at me? 

My bottghtB of good store are no scanty, 
My byrs are well stocked wi' ky, 
Of meal i' my girnels is plenty. 
An' twa* <Mr three easements forby. 
An' horse to ride out when they're weary, 
An* cock with the best they can see, 
An' then be caM dawty and deaiy, 
I ftiriy what ails them at me. 

Behind backs, afore fouk Tve woo'd them. 
An' a' the gates o't that I ken. 
An' whan they leugh o' me, I trowed them, 
An* diouglkt I had won, but what dien; 
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Wbea I wffdik of miltoft Ae^ granlik^ 

Nor are condesceiufiiig and free^ 
But at my proposals ay stumble, 
I wonder what «b diem ift mt. 

I've try'd them baitli highland and lowland. 
Where I a good bargain cud see, 
Bat naM o' thmt tod.1 wad M in. 
Or say they wad buckle wP me. 
With jooks an' wi' scraps I've addressed tbeai. 
Been with them haith modeat and Iree. 
Bat whatever way I caressed dmiy 
There's something still ails them at me. 

if I kend how bat to gain them, 
How fond of the knack wad I be ! 
Or what an addreaa conki obtain them, 
' It dioald be twice wdcome to me. 
If kissing an' clapping wad please them. 
That tiode I abould dri?e tilll die $ 
Bat, however I stndy t» ease then, 
They've still an exception at me. 

Theie^e wnteb» ^ ^ cfawhakii^ 

An* a' llie wandof^ti Aat I ken, 
Mo sooner they speak to the wenches, 
Bat diey are ta'eo enoagli beo; 



! 
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But.wlm I spedk to dwmdiift fltetely, 

, I find them ay ta'en with the gee. 
An' get the denial right flatly ; 
What, think. can ail them at m»i 

I liave yet but ae offer to make them, 
If they wad but hearken to me. 
And that is, I'm willing to tak them, 
If they their consent wad but gee ; 
Let her that's content write a billet, 

•An' get it transmitted to me, 

. I hereby engage to fulfil it, 
Tlio' cripple, tbo' blind she sud be. 



BILLBT BY JEAN OBABDBK. 

Dear batchelour, Tve read your billet, 
Your stnttt m* your hardships I see, 

An' tell you it shall be fulfilled, 
Tho' it were by none other but ine. 
These forty years IVe been neglected. 

An* nene has had pity on me ; 
Such offers should not be re|ected|. 
Whoever the offra be. 



For beauty Ibyvo chim to it. 

Or, may be, I had been away ; ^ 

Tho' tocher or kindred could do it, 

I have no preteoaKma to they: 

The moat I can aay^rm a woman. 

An' diat I a wife want to be ; 
An' I'll tak exception at no man, 
That's willing to tak nane at noe* 

And now I think I may be cocky, 
Since fortune has smurtl'd on me, 
I'm Jenny, an' ye shall be Jockie^ 
Tis right we together sud be ; 
For nane of us cud iind a marrow. 
So oadly foi^um weie we ; ' 
Fook and no at any ihing tarrow. 
Whose chance lool^ed naethii^ to be«. 

On Tuesday speer for Jeany Graddeoi 
When I i' my pens ween to be, 
Just at the flgn of the Old Maiden, 
Where ye ihall be snre to meet me : 
Bring with you the priest for the wedding. 
That a' dangajnst ended maj be,- 
An' well doae the whole widi tfie beddu^; 
Au' wha'U be sae merry as we ? 
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A cripple Tm not, ye forsta me, 

Tho' lame of ft kMMl ^ I be; 

Nor blind is there reason to caf me, 

Altho' I see but with ae eye : 

But Vmjut fhb dnp tet jmM imatedf 

So tightly our 8tsie dolii agree; 

For nane wad hae you, ye have granted. 

As few I confoBB wad hae me. 



TBB BOCK AKD TBB WBB WICKSX TOW. 

There was aa auid wife aa' a wee jMckle tow, 

Ad' she wad gae try the spincniig o% 

She louted her down, an* her rock took a low, 

And that was a bad beginning o't : 

1^ sat an' die gra^ an^ die iet aod ake iaag. 

An' she threw an' she blew, an' she wrigl'd anTwrang, 

An' she choked, an' .boaked, an' cry'd like to mang^ • 

Alasl for tin diwj fpkmng o't 

I've wanted a sark for these eight years an' ten. 
An' this was to be the bnginniiig o'^ 
But I vow I shall want it far aa iang again, 

Or ever I try the spinning o't ^ 



175 



• For never since ever they ca'd me as tbey ca' me. 
Did nc a nUiap m mamkt hM am, 
Bat ye dull 1m Imm ImMi to hmg me vo* <k«w dm. 

The ndit time I try the spinning o*t. 

I ha* loeeped mj house for time tliree scove i/y^m. 

An* ay I kept free o' tiie spinning o't, 

But how I was sarked foul fa' them tliat apeen. 

For it minds me fl» b u gi a u i ng oH^ 

But our women are now a days grown sae hnt. 

That ilka an maun hae a sark an' some hae twa. 

The warlds were better when ne'er an awa' 

Had a TBg biit ana at tfw licgioMBg ^ 

Foul fa her that ,ever advis'd me to spin. 
That had been so laog a be^nmng o% 
I might well have ended as I <fid begin, 

Nor have got sick a skair with the spinning o't. 
But they'll say, she's awyse wife that kens her ain weerd, 
I dboogfat on a day, it should never be speet^d. 

How loot ye the low take your rock be thtj beard. 
When ye yeed to try the spimung o't^ 

« 

The spinning, tiie sfmuung it gars my heart sob. 

When I think upo' tlie beginning o't, 

I thought ere I died to have anes made a web> 

"Ast itiU I had weeis o* die spaming o^t 
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But had I nine dathers^ as I hae but three. 

The safest and fooodesl advice I cud ^se, 

li thai tfaejr irae fpimttog wd ki^p iSUk hands fim^ 

For fear of a bad begiuuiug o't. 

Yet in ^ite of my couDBel if they will needs nm. 
The drearysome risk of the spuming o't, 

Let them seek out a l} the in the heat of the sun,^ 
And there venture o' the beginning o't: 
But to do as I did, alas, and awow ! 

To busk up a rock at the cheek of the low, 
Says, that I had but little wit in my pow, 
And as little ado with the spinning o*t. 

But yet after a', tfiere is ae thing that grieves 

My heart to think o' the beginning o't, 
Had I won the length but of ae pair o' sleeves,. 
Then there had been woid o' the q>inning o't; 
Tliis I wad ha* washen au' bleech'd like the snaw^ 
And o' my twa gardies like moggans wad draw, 
An* then fouk wad say, that auld Gu^ was bm',^ 
An' a' was upon her ain spinning o't 

But gin I wad shog about till a new spring, 
I should yet hae a bout of the spinmpg o'^. 
A mutchkin of Ihraeed Fd i' the yerd flings 
for a* the wan chansie beginning o't. 
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rU gar ny am Tammie gpe down to llie how» 
An' cut me a rock of a widdenhmes grow, 
Of good rantry-tree for to carry my tow, 
An' a apinctte of the.aame for the twiniiig o% 

For now when I mind me, I met Maggy Grim^ 

This morning just at the beginning o% 

She was new ca'd chancy^ but canay an^ dim. 

An' sae it has fair'd of my spinning o't : 

But an* my new rock were anes cutted an' dry, 

I'll a' Maggie's can an' her cantn^ 

An' but onie sussie die spinning Fll try, 

jjji' ye's a' hear o' the beginning o't. 

Quo' Tibby^ ber dather, tak tent hi ye say, 

The never a ragg we'll be seeking o't, 
Gin ye anes begin, ye'li tarveai's night an' day, 
Sae it's vain ony maur to be spealaqg o't 
Since lambas I'm now gaing thirty an' twa, 
An' never a dud sark had I yet gryt or sma', 
An' what war am If I'm as warm an' as bm'. 
As thrummy tailed Meg that's a spinner o't. 

To labor the lint-land, an' then buy the seed, 
An' then to yoke me to the harrowing o't, 
An' syn loll amon't an' pike out ilka weed, 
. like swine in a sty at the iaiTowing o't ; 
vol.. I. M 
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Sjfn powiog and ripling an' steepingy an' thai 
To gai^s gae an* spread it opo' the canM plains 

An' then after a' may be labor in vain, 

When the wind and the weet gets the fusion o'L 

But dio' it Aonld enter the weadier to hyde, 
Wi' beetles we're set to the drubbing o't, 
An' then free our fingen to gnidge aff the hidey. 
With the wearisome wark the robbing o't. 
An' syn ilka tait maun be heckl'd out throw^ 
Hie lint putlen itie gale, anitber the tow, 
Syn on on a rock wi% an' it taks a low. 
The back o* my baud to tlie spinoiug o't. 

Quo' Jenny, 4 think 'oman ye're i' the rigb^ 
Set your feet ay a spar to the spinning o% 
We may tak our advice frae oiu* ain mither's frig^ 
That she gat when she tiy'd the beginning o't 
But they'll say that auld fouk are twice bairtis indeed. 
An' sae she has kythcd it, but there's nae need 
To sickan an amshack that we drive our head. 
As hiigs we're sae sktti^d Ire the spinukig o't^ 

Quo' Nanny the youngest, I've now heard you a'. 
An' dowie's your doom o' the spinning o% 

Gin ye, fan the cow flings, the cog cast awa', 
Ye may see where ye'li lick up your winning o't^ 
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But I see tfatti bQ^ ifioDiiig 111 new U 

But gae by the name of a dilp or a dft, 
Sae lack where ye like I shall anes shak a 
Afore I h% dung witk the wgiamag o'U 

For well I can mind me when black Willie Bdl 
Had Hbtne ^ere just at the winiuDg o't, 
' What blew up the bargain, she kens well hersell^ 
Was die want of the knack pf the apimiing o't* 
An' now, poor 'oman, for ought that I ken. 
She may never get sic an offer again, 
But pine away bit an bit| like Jenkin's hen^ 
An' naething to wyte 'but die spinniiig o't 

wefe it for naetfiingi bat just lUs akne, 

I shall yet hae about o* tlie spinning o't, 

They may cast me for ca'ing me black at the bean^ 

Bat nae CMiaa I shin'd thn begprnng o't. *^ 

But, be that as it happens, I care not a atrae, 

But nane of the lads shall hae it to say. 

When (hey come till woo^ ihe keoi mwthing awae. 

Nor baa ama ken ff (he apinning &U 

Kb the days they ca'd yore, gin auM Ibuka had bat woo, 
To a surkoat hough side for the winning o't, 
Of coal napa well cut by the caat o' dieir buo^ 
They never aoai^t nuk o* tibe qpaming o% 

• jBiU—withooV 

« 
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A pair of grey hoggers well clinked benew. 

Of nae other lit but the hue of the ew^ 

With a ftk of mi^'rulKoBs to seoff tbro' the 4ew, 

Was the fee they sought at the beginning o't. 

But we maun hae Uneiii an' mattn hae we, 
An how get we that, Imt the spinning o't? 
How can we hae face for to seek a gryt fee, 
Except we can help at die winuog o't f 
An* we ttaun hae peailins and mabbies an cocksi 
An' some other thing that the ladies ca' smoks, 
An' how get we that, gin we tak na our rocks. 
And pow what we can at the spinning o*t^ 

'Tia needless for us for to tak our remarks 
Fme ow nnllitt^s noieoQknig die apiaoMfg o'l. 
She never kend maf^t o* Ilie gaeed of ihe qufcs, 
Prae this aback to the b^inning o't. 
Twa three ell of plaiden was a' that was aoi^ 
By onr anld warld bodhes, an' dmt boot be bought. 
For in ilka town sickan things was nae wrought^ 
So little thc|y kend o' die spinnii^ o't» 
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TUNE YOUR fIDDLES. 

Tbis song was cmposed by the Rev* John Skinr 
.fiery 'Som^jwring Clergyman alt LkiAart, near 
Peterhead. He is likewise the author of " Tul- 
lochgorum,'' " Ewie wi' the Crookit horn," " John 
o' Badenyondy'' ^c; and what is of stiU more con- 
sequence, he is one of the worthiest of mankind. 
He is the Author of an " Ecclesiastical History of 
Scotlaiid/' The air is by Mr. Marshall, butler to 
the Duke of Gordon; the first composer of strttth^ 
rpeys of the age, I have been told by somebody 
who had it of Morsha/^ kurndf, that he took the 
idea of his three wsoet edebrated pieces, The Mar- 
quis of Huntly's Reel/* his " Farewel/' and " Miss 
Admiral Gordon's Keel/' from the old aUr, * The 
German Lurdie/ 

Tune your fiddles, tune them sweetly, . 
Play the Marquis' reel discreetly, 
HerewearCj a band <K>iDpletely 

Fitted to be jolly. — 
Come, .my boys, blythe and ^^awcie^. 
Eveiy yonngstor chnse his lassie. 
Dance wi' 1^1 and be not saucy, 

Shy nor pi^l^ip^oljf. 
"Come, my boys, Sgc* 
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IM 

loLj aside your four grimaces, 
Clouded brows, and drumly faces, 
Look abou^ and aaa tbor Graces, 

How dwy ionle dfllighlMl ; 

Now's the season to be merry, 
Hang the thoi%;hts of Charon's imy. 
Time eooiii^ lo tiira camateny / 

When wfli'ie maid and doiM* 
if<mfs the mmn, 

# 

« 

Butler, put about the claret, 
Thro' us a' divide and share it, » 
Goi4oii?Caatle wdl cm apaie 

It has claret plenty : 
Wine's the true inspiripg liquor, 
JkuSy di|Bk magr plaaae Vicar, 
When he gnMps die fonma^ Udcer, 

Vicars are not dainty, 
j^tne's the true in^ibrmg liquor, Sfc» 

We'll extol our noble master, 
Sprung fym many ^ hiwe anoeitor,^ 
Hearai preaepre hbn from* disaster. 

So we pray in duty. 
Vnsper, too, our pretly DucheaB,^ 
Safe from aQ dislre88fi4 toodieaj 

* • 
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her out of Pfcrti/t ckitclio^ 

LoDg in health and beau^» 
Praq^, too, omr prti^ Duchm, 4^. 

Angels guard their gallant boy^ 
Make him long his father's joj. 
Sturdy^ like the heir of Tfoj, 

Stout end hnk wad heaUiy, 
Pallas^ grant him every blessing, 
Wit and strangth and size inqreasingi 
Phituiy wbit^s in iStxy poonanng, 

Make him rich and wealtliy, 
Fallat, gratU Mm every bleumg, Sscb 

» 

Youth, solace him with thy pleasure. 
In refin'd and worthy measure ; 
^eiit^ gam him dicMceat treasure^ 

From the Royal donor; 
Famous may he be in story, 
Full of days, and full of gloiy; 
To the grave, ivlien old and hoary, 

May he go with honour! 
Famtm hebem ttory, Sfc* 

Gordons, join our hearty praises, 
jHonest^ tfaouf^ in hmnefy phraaes^ 
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Love oar eh ooifal ipifite wiaci, 

Lofty as the lark is : 
Echo, mUt owr wishes daily. 
Thro' the groves and thro' the attej, • 
Soimd Q er every hill and valley, 

BlesnngB on our Marquis. 
Echo, mafi aur «Mai^ 



TBB BANTING DOG THB DADOXB O'T. 
IVnie-— East aoox o' Fm* 

/ COMPOaSD thn song pretty early in i^e,. and 
sent it to a young girl, a very particular acquaint* 
once of mine, who mas at that time under a cloud. 

O vha my babie-douts will buy ^ 
Wha will tent me when I cry? 
Wha will kiM me whare I lie r 
The rantin dog the daddie o^t 

Wha will own he did the fiint } 

Wha will buy my groan in-maut? 
Wha will tell me how to ca't ? 
The rantin dog the daddie o't. 
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When I mount the creepie-chair,* 
Wba will sit beside me there ? 
€rie me Rob^ I seek nae mair. 
The rantin dog the daddie o't 

Wha will crack to me my lane ? 
Wha will mak me fidgin fain ? 
Wha will luM me o'er again ? 
The rantin dog the daddie o't. 



HOOLY AND FAIBLY. 

« 

It is remark-worthy that the song of Hooly and 
Fairly, tit edl the old editUm af it, is called The 
Drunken Wde o' Galloway, Meh loealim U to 
that country. 

THS DRUNKBN WIFB OALLOWAT. 

Oh 1 what had I to do for to marry ? 

My wife she diinks naednqg but sack and Canatyi 
I to her friends compkin^d ri^ early, 

* Cr«9w-cAcit^tlieatoolofr^eataii€e. 
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O It my tptfe wad dirink hooly andfairfyf 

Hooljf and fairly y hooly and fairly, 
Ogmmg wift wad drink hooly and fairly. 

First she drank cmmmiei and.ayne she drank garie$ 
Now she has drtdieD my bonny grey nnrie. 

That carried me thro' a' the dubs and the larie. 
i)i gin, Sfc* 

She has dniken her stockins, aa iiaa she her shoon, 
And she has druken bonny new gown ; 

. Her wee bit dud sark that co'erd her fu' rarely, 
O! gin, 4c. 

If Ae'd drink but her am dihigv I wad na much care, 
Bnk ihe ^brinks my-claidis I camia wed spare, 
When I'm wi' my gossips, it angers me sairly, 
01 gin, Sfc. ' 

My Sunday's. coat she's kid it a wad,* 
The best bhie bonnet e'er was on my head ; 

At kirk and at market I'm cover 'd but barely, 
O! gin, isc. 

The verra gray mittens that gaed on my ban's. 
To her neebor wife she has laid Ihem in ptwns I 
My bttieJiended stiff dMt I k/ed lae dearly, 
0/ gt», 4ff. 
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, If there's ony siller, she maun keep the purse ; 
If I seek but a baubee ahe'li scauki and ahe'U curM;^ 
She gngi like a qaeea — scrimped and spMy, 

O! gin, S^c. 

I never v/as given to wrangliog nor strife, 
Nor e'er did refuse her the comforts of life; 
Ere it come to a war Fm sy for a paiiey. 

0/ gin, ^c. 

A pint \vi* her cummers I wad her allow, 
But when she sits down she fills herself fbo; 
And when she is fba she's undo camstviei 

O! gin, ^c. 

When she comes to the street she roars and shejmts, 

Has nae fiear o* her neebors, nor minds the house 
wants; 

She rents up some fool mmg, like Up yer kiort, 

0/ gin, Sfc. 

And when she comes heme she kfs on the ladi^ 

She ca's the lasses baith limmers and jads, 
.And my ain seil^ an auld cuckold carlie, 

Hoofy and fairly, hooly and fairly ^ 
01 gin mjf w^€ md drink, hooly andfairkfn 
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APPENDIX 

TO vol* I. 



APPENDIX (a.) 



AN Account of Jean Adam, Authoress of the 
BaUad There's nae hick about Oie House,'' 
referred to m page 68. 

This song, the production of Jean Adam, who 
taught a day-school at Crawford's-dyke, in the ueigh- 
hooiliood of Oreenocky has been deemed oot 
worthy the pen of the Translator of the Lusiad. 
A copy of it, in his own hand-writiDg, was found 
among his MS. after his decease, and appeared in 
die last edition of his works, among some original 
pieces never before published. As it has been an 
uniforaa prinriplti in making Ike prassiit CoUeclion 

^^^'^^MS^ tin wtfuiniiciiiif of cadi nartirular iwkm. 
the Editor of Mr. Mickle's works was consulted re- 
specting the grounds, of his claim to the song in 



question. In his answer he stMB, that never having 
had toy coQvenatkNi with Mr. Mickle on this ballad, 
be applied to his relict, who perfectly remeidben re- 
ceiving a copy of it from Mr. Mickle, but is not 
positive that he affirmed it to be his production, 
(boogh, on being qneetioiiedy dbe thinks he did not 
absolutely deny it. He adds^ that her powers of 
recollection having been impaired by a paralysis, she 
cannot speak decidedly of a coovenatiqn which took 
place to many years ago. In Mr. Mickle's copy two 
fine stanzas are omitted, which, on the authority of 
the Bev. PatridL Davidson, of Rayne, in the oovntjr 
of Aberdeen, are ascribed to *Dr. Beattie, who af- 
firms that they were inserted by the Doctor soon 
after the first ap p e ar ance of the piece.'* 

* TliefikUowiBKaratheliastattiibBtedtoDr.Beattie: 

The cauld blasts of the winter wind, 

That thrilled thro' my heart, 

They're a' blawn by ; I hae him safe, 

Till death we'll never part j 

But what puts partmg in my head ? 

It may be far awa ; 

The present moment is oar aiil| 

Tbe ueist we never «aw !* 

'WMmrteooMevcttiiglbeDselOi^ dsiai Is thcascVit db> 

fMtod lins^ B«l«r ciBBSt hrip iMMiiij^ Itet the tn» 
half 

#PwaFS* 



* 
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In opposition to these claims, there is living evi* 
4eiice ki snpfNMrt of that of Jean Adam. Mn« Ful- 
lartooy wlio was a pupil <tf her^a, firequcnlly Iwaid 
iier repeat it, and affirm it to be her composition, 
and no one at that time disputed her aitertioa. In 
additaoii to tUa, we may addooe the folkmiog ezliact 

of a letter from Mrs. Crawford (Mrs. Fullarton's 
daughter) in reply to an inquiry from Mrs. f letcheTf 
of Bdmbwg^ at die re^neat of the Editor. 

^ JtiHb llMie, Jbk a4> 1810. 
You may assure Mr. Cromek tfiat tlie baUad, 
* There's nae luck about the House/ was written by 
Jean Adam, on a couple in Ciawibid's-c^ke^ the 
small town where her ftdier Imd. I do not recollect 



^ IheprcscatmomeBtlioaraiiiy 
The adit wa neter MEW r 

are not only quoted by Bonis, bat that wmtlawiiH itself be- 
longs originally to Horace, and is giyen neariy in the same 
words as in this ballad, in Ramsay's celebrated imitatioa of his 
Ode IX. lib. 1. 

^ JLst neist day erne as U thinks ft, 
Tkepreierii mimUi?9 9iilf9m'i; 
On pleasure lel^ eaqploy oar wl^ 
Aad laaipi at ArtaasHi idde peam.' 

A BflBtiment which Hence Tarionsly and frecpiently expresses, 
and whicb^ in fact, forms the basis of his Epicurean philo- 
sophy. 



m 

that I ever heard her repeat it ; but since I can re- 
member any thing, I have always heard it spoken of 
m being her compontioiii by Ihoie that she de- 
pended much upon. — My aunt, Mrs. Qnwfbrd, of 
Cartsbtim^ often sung it as a soi^ of Jean Adams's.** 

The priority of ber ehdmls theroibre «fidHity for 
ibe Mmg was published before Mr. Midde wi§ 
known as an author, and she repeatedly declared it 
to be her's at a time when be was liting to diipioie 
ber title to it Bendes, ibe song bears abandint 
marks of being the production of a female, both in 
its sulgect and its style. And we may ako obeerra^ 
Aat the poems of Mr. Mickle being all of a classical 
and refuied stamp, it is highly improbable that he 
should descend in this single instance into the fami- 
liarity of the Scotish dialect, and the mstic expres- 
sion of domestic feelings. The circumstance of a 
copy being found in his own liaud-writiug, is not of 
atpe&f siifficifiiit to prove him the author. His admn 
ration of this happy effusion of untotored genius 
might induce him to copy and to preserve it ;* but 
if he had himself possessed a talent for this style of 
poetry, he would unquestionably have exercised it 
more firequ^ntly, and have left other i»pecimens of it. 

* AaHnig the MS. of Barm, now in the Editor's possessiota, 
sie copies of mniy poems besides bis owDy wiiiciilie traaacnbed 
ftom a Ming of llMir eaKceUsaee. 
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The inquiry which this disputed soug occasioned, 
. ins fonisliod the £ditor imth Mme noAcm of thm 
IBb of Jmn Adamt, lAAfk mtt ehuieterittic and m- 
temti^g. She was born of humble parents, and 
mi brought up m a state of peoorf sod wieteheiU 
MSB. Hot odWAtiuii ivis tbsiefofo swBt^y httt it 
may be presumed that ber natural talents supplied 
the deficieiicgr» is she supportod heiself by keepng « 
litde school, and at tknes hf mkAag st needle-worl: 
in gentlemens' families. Her poetic genius was first 
awakened by the perusal of a large old folio of ro- 
Mnces and rhymes, and she shortly aflnrwaids pro- 
duced an "Address to Grief," which was much 
pndsed by her friends, and encouraged her to culti- 
fate heracqoahitSBce with the Mosesy grisadyloAe 
neglect of her humbler and more substantia! occupa- 
tions. She gave up her M:hool, and led a precarious 
and uaiettledliiis for some thne.. Her PMii,whkh 
were scattered among her friends in wkrai perls of 
tlie country^ were collected by a Mr. Drummond^ of 
^OreeBOCky and pubhshed for her, m one vokime, hf 
. si^Mcriptiony at Gbsgow, in 1754. Thsir seeeem 
highly flattered Jean's vanity, and she exported a 
hulge bale of them to Boston, which, howew^. 
ramained oosold, and she was rednced to a state of 
bare poverty, subsisting chiefly on the bounty of her 
Mends. 

▼OL. I. • 
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Dnrii^ the time ahe kept a school at Crawfords- 
dyke, Bbe ixhiMled tome dngukr Iraiti of eotbi** 
siasm. She told her pupils, that hefiiig Irtdj.fewi 
QansBa Harlowe, ahe felt such a deep interest m it, 
and soch sentbnenti' of levewoce for iu author, that 
5he had determined to ^ to Loodoo to pay her 
pefwiial respects to Mr, Richardson. This singular 
and romantk joumegr ihe adhiaUy performed in about 
six weeks, and returned to teM^ her school at Craw- 
fordadyke. 

One day the told har papOi «he would read to 
them a play of Shdwtpeare'a. She 4ied upott 
OtbeLlo, which Mrs. Crawford remembers she. read 
widi uncommoil pathofl, and waiB so affected at the 
close of that pomrM drama, that ihe (Jean Adam) 
au;tually fainted away, and remained for some thne 
jnscnable. She treated her pupils with great ten- 
derness, and was modi bdoved by aU of them, and 
was esteemed by aU who knew her as a woman of 

liiiguhur piety. 

Of the dose of her unfoftmiate. life few particu- 
lars are known. There is great reason to coodada 
that it was chequered by all the varieties of disap- 
pomtment and &tram, for the above anecdote, 
clearly shews how prone she was to obey the im- 
yubes of that random enthusiasm which is ever at 
miance with the dictite of prudence, and wbi^ i» 
too often Ae bum of the sotariei of genio^, . 
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• Some time after the year 1760 she caine to the 

house of Mrs. Fullarton, formerly her pupil, in s 
state of beggary; and though at first she' rejected 
¥dth pride some articles of dress that vere offered 
lier> yet she afterwards returned and accepted of 
fbem. 

The following conununication to Uie Editor by 
Mr. Francis Ross, Clerk to the Town's Hospital at 

Glasgow, is all which could be collected of her hap- 
less and deplorable fate. 

^Extract from the records of the Parish Work- 
house of Gksgow.) 

Glasgow, Toum*8 Hospitaly 2d April, 1765. 
Admit Jean Adam, a poor woman, a stranger in 
distress :^for some time has been wandering about; 
she came from Greenock, recomm^ided by Baillies 

.Gray and Millar." 

« GUmgWBf Tm0Ii*« HctfiMf 9ik AfrU^ 1765. 
''.Jean Adam, the stranger, admitted on Tuesday 

the 2d current, died on the following day, and buried 
.at the house expence.^ 



As the Editor, m cliuming the ballad '' There's 

nae luck about the house," as the property of Jean 
Adam, had nothing in view but truth, he hastens to 
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kj die Mlowiag letter belbre tbe nu i m oi these 

volumes, writtea by the Rev. John Sim, A.B. editor 
of Mr.Mkkie'fl worke and his intiaoMrte Saeod, mtd 
fecehred Msce die above accoank in» printedL 

The contents of Mr. Sim's letter, and the poetical 
sketch it encloses^ wammt the Editor in conceding 
the ballad to Mr. Midde. 

PiMimmUlt, M^m ±4t, 1810; 

Dear Sir, 

Since I receiTed Mr. MiMMMcd't letter (a copy of 
which you will see in the Universal Magazine for this 
month, p, 265), I have heen so very fortunate as to 
discover among Mr. Mickle's MSS. what I have every 
reason to believe, from its inaccuracy, uid other evi- 
dent marks of haste, to be the very first sketch of the 
ballad, " There's nae luck about the house," a copy of 
which I have inclosed. Besides the marks of haste, 
wbich I have noticed In the margin, yvu will find GoBn 
spelt once wkb two, and twice wlHi a single I: the 
verb mun (must) s[)clt with a u and an a, at the dis- 
tance of only two lines : and the word wMhc q[>ek twice 
with, and thrice without the letter «• One stanaa con- 
tains twdve, two stanzas eight, and tbe others only 
four lines a-piece ; by which he seems undetermined 
whether the first four or the last four lines should form 
thecbarns. Othefr inaccuracies and hhmdeia you witt 
perceive on comparing tbe MS. with the prhded copy 
in my edition of Mickle's Poetry. 
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Since I wrote to Mr. Mudford, Mrs. Mickk has in- 
formed me, without being asked, that she now perfectly 
recollects that Mr.Mickle gave her the baUad as his 
own compoaitioD, and explained tQ her the Soottidi 
words' and phrases ; and she repeated to me, with a very 
little assistance, the whole of the song, except the eight 
lines, which I have, and I think with justice, ascribed 
to Br. Beattie. When I adud her wl^ she hesitated 
at first ? she said» that the question coming^ unexpect- 
edly upon her, flurried her, and the flurry, togctlier 
with the fear that she might be called upon to substan- 
tiate what she then said upon oath« made her answer 
with diffidence and heiitalion. This struck me at that 
time to have been the case ; and I believe such a be- 
haviour to be very natural to persons labouring under 
a disorder so depressire as a paralysis. 

I shall only add, thai MicUe had too high an opinion 
of his own poetical powers to have adopted the compo- 
sitions of but very few of his contemporaries ; and cer- 
tainly too much honour and integrity, to give the least 
occasion to the publishing oi the works of another as 
his own productions. 

I remain, dear Sir, your most obedient 
,very humble servant, 

J. Sim. 

, To Mr. Cromek, 



Hie first sketch of the beuattfid htJkd, There's 
me Indc about the bouie/' fr^m the hand-writiog of 



108 



W. J. Mickle, in the poneMon of Ae Bwr. Mr. 

Sim. 



There's oae luck about the iMNMe 
Theret nte lock mt aw 

There's little pleasure in thehOOie 

When our £;iidenian's awa 
Aud are you sure the news is troe 

And do yoa say he's weel 
Is this a time to speak of wark 

Ye jades lay by your wheel . 
Is this a time to spiu a tliread 

Wben €olUii1i at the door 
Reach me my doak Pll to tte ffny 

And fee him eome aihore 

And gie to me my bigonet 

My Bishop's sattin gown 
for I mun tell the Bailie's* wife 
That Colin's in the town 



My stockinga pearij Mne 
Tis aw to pleasure my sudemaii 
For he's baith leel and true 



Rise Lass and make a clean firepiide 

Put on the Mucklet pot 
Gie little Kate her button gown 

And Jock^ his Sunday Coit 
And make tbeir shoon is Mack as ilaes 

Their hose as white as snaw 
Tis a to pleasure niy i^nde Maaj 
For he's been iang awa 

Hiere's twa fat hens npo the Coop 

Been fed this month and raair 
' Mak haste and tiiivir their necks ahont 
That Colin weel may fine 



• Thee after the i In BaiN^emed. 

t The M changed for m. 
t The c in Jock erased. 
j A tepetition of line 19. 
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Let every tiling be braw 
For who kens how Colin far'd^ 
When he's beent far awa 

Sae true his heart,t sac smootilhis ^MC^ 

His breath like caiiler air 
His very foot has Music in't 

At he comes up the stair 

And shall I see his face again 

Aad shiB 1 hear Mmpeak 
Fm down right giddy wi' the tfaoqght 

In troth I'm luce to greet 

If Colm^treel^aad wed content 

I h|Mi vae nair to crave 
And gin I live to raak hira sae 
I'm blest above the lave 

Aiid ahaU X tea UijGMe j^aim Ic0 



APPENDIX (bj 



James Tytler was the son of a country clergy- 
man in the presbytery of Brechin, and brother Lq 
Dr.iyder, the tanshitor of CaUioMchiis. He ww 
OMtnieledi fay hk ikduBr in daflncal leamiiig aw} 



• TMa line ii deficient in neasve. 

t Interlined, he urns. 

X The first point in the MS. 

i The last point iu the MS^ 



•chool <fiiMty, and attained an aecmte knowledge 
of the Latin and Greek languages^ and an extensive 
acfUttDlaiMse witb biblkal litanture and ad^olaalic 
dieology. Having (fiacofered an early predBecdoQ 
for the medical professiou, he was put apprentice to 
a smgeoB in Forfar, and aftemvards aent to attend 
. iSbie' mecfical dames ait Edinburgh. While a medical 
student^ he cultivated experimental chemistry and 
Gontrov^iaial dieologr widi eful juadoitjr. Unfor- 
tunatdy his religions opinions^ not deemed orthodox, 
or calvinistical, connected him with a society of 
Glassites, and involved him in a marriage with a 
membec of the aociety, which terminated in a sepe^ 
ration. He now settled at Leith, as an apothecary, 
<iependiug on the patronage of his religious connec- 
tions; but his separation firom the society, which 

happened soon after, with an misteadiiiebs that was 
natural to him, disappointed his expectations. When 
he ceased to be aGlassite, he ceased not to be a firm 
bdiever in llie Christian revelation^ and a zealous ad- 
vocate of genuine ChristianiQr ; but he never after* 
wards held commnnion with angr denomiaalion of 
Christians. Hie neglect of Ida business was the un* 
avoidable consequence of his attention to religious 
dimenaions; and havnig contracted debto to a oooii- 
' derable amount, he was obliged to remove to Ber- 
wick, and afterwards to Newcastle. In both places 
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' ' ' 

he Mi M^ofed mi ^pn gmug dbenicii aiedicawB 
for the d r ug gB li ; bdt die fibmlity of bis employm 
being iosufficient to preserve aa increasing family 
from Ae evib of pcnnrf, lie reliinR»d to Edinbiifgliy 
m die year \TI% in extrame poverty^ and look re^ 
Ibge from the molestation of his creditors within the 
pieciiicts of the aaoctuary of Holyrood Home. At 
dik period hif wife deMrtcd him and dMor fiwe duU 
dren, the youngest only six months old, and returned 
to her relalioos. He solaced himself for the privft- 
don of domesdc bappinoK by componiig a fannomM 
ballad, entitled " The Pleasures of The Jbbepf 
which was his first attempt in poetry. In a descrip* 
« don of iti inhabitaBCSy die aathor hkmM is idir^ 
duced in the l6th and 17th stanzas. In the avoca- 
tion of an author by profession, which he was now 
compelled to asmme, he dispkyed a fenatttty of 
taltnl and a fecSity in writing unexampled in Ike 
transactions of the press. He commenced his literary 
career by a pnblicatioB entitled ^* Etng/i onikemoti 
'importemt SMjfeeit tf natural and revealed jRdlh> 
gion" which issued from the asylum for debtors, 
mder the pecnKar drcmnftaooef of being ca m pow d 
I by Inmself » at the printing ease^ Aom bis own cm* 

ceptioDs^ without a manuscript before him, and 
wrought off at % jprass of his own constmction, by 
Ws own lumii. He left dds riqguhr wwk^ whish 
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and turned aside, to attack the opinions of a new 
religious sect called Bereaiis, in a Letter to Mr. 
Jokm Bardmf on tke Doebrme of Amramoe" m 
^vliich he again performed the functions of author, 
compositor, and preasman. He next set forth, with 
wch asmtance as he coukl Ikidi a mcndily pttUicar 
ikn^ entided The OetUkmem and Ltu^e Maga- 
xine^ which was soon abandoned for The Weekly 
Meoiew," a litenuy wkodkmy, whidi, m its torn 
was dhscontUMied in a ^ery short time. These pnbli* 
cations, unavoidably disfigured with many typogra- 
j^iical defonmities^ made him known to the boolc* 
sdlers; and from them he afterwards found conrtant 
employment in compilations, abridgments, transla- 
tioBs, and miscellaneous essi^s. He now ventured 
to leave Ae miserable apartments wUsk he had loag 
occupied iu the sanctuary for debtors, for more com* 
fortable lodgings, first at Rcstalng, and afterwards 
in the dlj, and if his pradenpe and steadiness had 
been equal to his talents and industry, he might have 
earned by his labours a competent maintenancei 
which never M to his lot As he inrroto for aubsiit* 
ence, not from die vanity of anthoraiiip, he was eiH 
gaged in many works which were anonymousy and ii| 
otfaeiB whicb appeared widi the names of Us em* 
ployers. He is editor or .eudior.of t)ie Rowing 
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MTorks: " The Weekly Mirror y" a periodical pubU« 
dtioQ which in I78a' A.Sy$tmqf Gep- 
graphi/," m Hwo, A Hutory of Edinburgh'* ISino. 

A Geographical, Historical^ and Commercial 
Grammar," 2 ▼ols.Bvo./^ A Reoiew of Dr.Aitkm's 
Theory of Inflammatkn!^ Iteo. wilh in poetical 
dedication. " Remarks on Mr, Pinker ton* s Intro- 
ductum to the Hiiiorg of Scotland,** 8vo* " A 
pottkal Tratukdum of Firgit$ Echgua^ 4tD. A 
general Index to the Scots Magazine'* " A System 
4jif Chmutr^^ whtteo at the expeose of a gentle- 
nan who was to pnt his name to it, napuhlishecL 
He gave his assistance in preparing the System of 
Anatomy published by A. Bell^ and was an occa- 
ttonal oontrihutor to Ae Medical Cammeniaria,'* 
and other periodical publications of the time. He 
was the principal editor of the second edition of the 

EMfdcpedia' JMtmmca,'* and finished, within- 
cretfiUe Uiboar, a large proportion of the more eon* 
siderable scientific treatises and histories, and. almost 
all the nunor articles. He had an apartment assigned 
him in the printing-hoase, where he performed the 
offices of compiler, and corrector of the press^ at a' 
aaluy of mitmekUImp a week! When the third 
edition waa nndertriwn, he was engaged as a stated ' 
contributor, upon ^more liberal terms, and wrote a 
laifsr ahara in the early volumes than is ascribed to 



lum in the pnewl prolice. It mtm his mitfoitnM to 

be continually drawn aside from the business of his 
employers by the delight he took iu prosecutiDg ex- 
p e iim ca to in diemiitiyy ekcCrictty, and medbanics, 
which comnmed a large portion of his time and 
money. He conducted for some time, with success, 
a mamiiacturiqg prooeai for iirefMnBg Magnenay of 
iriudtf lie was ^ inventor ; but after he liaddiadoaed 
* his secret to the gentleman at whose expense it was 
carried on, he wu disnuMd, without ohtaanji 
either a share in ^ huiinm, or a auitahle oonipen* 
sation for his services. He was the first in Scotland 
mho adventured in a fiie4MUoon, constructed upon 
tfie phm of Mootgolfier. He ascended from Ccnnc^ 
Garden, amidst the acclamations of an immense 
mnltitttde, and descended at the distance of a ^pnutsr 
ti aniBe, owfaig to some unforeseen defoctinthe 
machinery. The failure of this adventure deprived 
liim of the public favour and applause, and increased 
his pecumarjr diftcnlties. He again had r eeewie to 
his pen for subsistence, and amidst the drudgery of 
writing, and the cares which pressed upon him daily, 
he eiiwhiratedhis spirits, at inlerahi, wA a tane on 
the Irish bagpipe, which he played with much sweet- 
ness, interposii^ occasionally a song of his own com- 
position, smig widi great anmatioB. A spbee of 
^ Und was wdl smtod to Ike simplicit)^ of Ui 
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manners^ the modesty of his disposition, and the in- 
tegrity of his cfamcteTy sooh is they were before he 
suffered his social propensities to violate the niles of 
sobriety. Foigetting his old friendsy he associated 
with discontented penons, and entered into a delibe- 
raAe ezposittOD of the dbosee of go fe mm ant^ In ^ 
pamphlet on the Excise/' and more systematically 
hi « periodical publieationi cntitiod The Hkiorktd 
Roister/* which gratified malignity by penooal in* 
Yective and intemperance of language. He was 
cntt c e m a d in wiki inratianal phns of tha British 
Contealion, and pnblidied A hami^hStt Mtmid 
to the people,^' written in so inflammatory a style, as 
randered bin dbMriiww to gomnnunit A waitat 
was Mtttfl to appiebend hsaay and he left his naliaa 
country and crossed the Atlantic for America, where 
he hutd his midence in the town of Salem, in the 
alito MasaadhaaBtli^ wbero ha eiiibliriiail a nawa- 
paper in connection with a printer, which he conti- 
nued dU hia death, which happeaedin the year iSO^ 
in the 5Blh yaaf ef hii age. 

The editor cannot dismiss this note without ac- 
koowkdging himself greatly obliged by the comma- 
niegfam of fir. Babcft Ankfao% of Sdinhngb. 



APPENDIX (c) 



Thb mder will be pleiaed to &aAy fnm Ibe 
lowing communication to the Editor, by Mre. 

Murray, of Bath (authoress of " Roi/'s Wif^ of 

Akiicaiioek), that Air. Roat wm one of die vtrf 
few writers that practised what iHutf taught. 

I knew a good deal of Mr. Ross, author of the 
Fortunate Shepierdm, hiA it was iMBy yean aga:* 
— I still remember him with respect, as a nidi ci 
most amiable character. His genius and talents 
speak for themselves in the .above-mentioiied beaiiti- 
ftd fitde Poem> and one. cannot help regretting that 
such abilities were only born to blush unseen, and 
waste tfieir sweetness on the desert air to in truth 
hb humble abode was little better Aan 'a desor^ 
though not inhabited by savages; nothing on earth 
being less savage than a mere uncultivated H^b- 
lander. I speak from the iMLperieiioe of many years 
of the early part of my life, which I had the happi- 
ness of spending in the North Highlands of Scot- 
land, the oonntiy of ^ Honest men and bonny 
lasses.' 

Mr. Ross was ahK> author of tw6 exoelknt 
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Soi^s, called, " What ails t/ie Lasses at me and 
TJU Moek mid the wet piekle taw.'' Unj M 
fHMlad in dm CoHectkn kninediately after The 
Bridal o*t*^ He was born about die year 1700. His 
UAei was a temeri in .ihe pariah of Kincafdiiw 
&¥lAf AbardeoHfane. His fint aetdement was it 

Birs, as parochial school-master, about the year 
1733. He removed to Lochlee, Forfarabire. where 
ht died in Majf ITSS, after midiDg yean in the 
centre of the Grampians, almost seclnded from the 
converse of men and books. Mr. Ross's grandson, 
tbe Rev. Alexander ThomsoOy i^vee the foUowiqg 
account of him in a letter to Mr. Campbell, author 
of An Introduction to the History of Poetry in 
Scotland, dated Lbtretheo, 14lh June, 1798.— 
He (Ross) was a plain man, had the character of 
being a good school-master, was very religious, 
which appeared by hie behaviour as much as by his 
profession. He was an excellent Latin scholar, and 
wrote with considerable accuracy, till the days of old 
age and infirmity, when he wrote, a Poem, entitled, 

« 

*'(ne Orphan* and attempted to publish it at 
Aberdeen, with some other little performances, 
which, <m account of theur inaccuracy, of which the 
worthy author was not so sensible as he would have 
formerly been, he was advised by Dr. Beattie, one 
of his best ihends, not to publish.'' 



In 1768 Mr. Ross published his Fortunate 
Sli^pberdeaB,'* with a few Songs. luuDodiately after 
iieir appevaace, Dr» Bcnttic^ io die aood; fntadfy 
manner, addressed a letter to " The Printer of the 
Aberdeen Journal, undef the aignature of OUtar 
iMMkf togellwr witb Kmie rnmiiiiimliiy wae^ 
addressed to llie iicetiout author,^ wiuch he b^|^ 
might be transmitted through the same chaooe) 
** whichi'' tbe Dodor obaerm, **ma^ pkM 
itf jomwttdmf mai ernmt, I lUak, offisbd mj* 



ft 
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APPENDIX (d.) 



, Mr.SlniMier died ill the anas of* htto^ 

the Right Reverend John SkSoDery Bishop of 

.the diocese of Aberdeen, at the advanced age of 86, 
.^kilter haviiig had the pegtorel cm of ^ EpiKOpil 
ooigregatioii at Loognde (a lenote pariah in tfie 
North of Scotland) for nearly 65 years ! The ties of 
pastoral i|^(ajrd and affection, by which he was so 
long unked to hia beloved flock, could be asiua* 
der only by the stroke of death ; and this dissolution 
of all his earthly connections having happened on the 
iSdi of June, 1807, his sonrowiqg people had no 
sooner eoomitied his body to Aie ground, tfian they 
set on foot a subscription^ for raising a handsome 
nKMUunent to . his memoiy, which has aocoidii^ 
bem erected in the duirch-yard of JLongaide, widi a 
suitable inscription. 

The following well-told anecdote is a beautifid 
ilhistration of the simplicity of Mr.SkiniMn'a din* 
, racter. 

When ^nirrounded by his grand-children in their 

TOIi.I« ' * 



early years, it was delightful to see how he could 
adapt himself to ,their yet humUe but nfiog capad- 
, ties. He would make dm vmes by die hoar. He 
would puzzle them with riddles, and little arithme- 
tical problems of his own inveotioii. He would tiy 
to call forth the latent spait of geouiSy by propoaqg 
quesdofis on tbe different branches of study in which 
diey were occupied at school. Although in tbem- 
adfes simple, and. easy of solutioBy yet the grand* 
ladier had sudi art in quaindy arranging, and nt enig- 
matically expressing, his questions, as conveyed the 
idea of eztvame difficulty; while, at the sane tine, 
no. sooner did he himself proceed to mnafd the 
seeming mystery, than even children blushed to find 
themselves duped and outwitted by means so gouh 
pletdy widdndiereadh of dieirowntietecdott. On 
one occasion of this kind^ when his oldest grandson 
could not discover the Httle artifice employed to per- 
pUs him, he was not a litde alarmed by hearing Ui 
gnmdfadi er say, that even Slomat f Ae Mgwter had 
prophesied on the subject of the fourth John Skin- 
ner's hmeatabfe weakness of mind, and want tof 
capacity,-* 

* The world shall four Jdm Sldnnen see. 
The jiin# sail teach a school;— 

The other two shall parsons be, 

And the fourth sbali be AfoolV 

■ 
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''His old friend, however, afterwards made him 
ample ameads for tkis xkyaao^ jeu d' eapnU for 
ate yooiV iMm acliw^ 
fatkeTf father, and son, bid aU officiated aft one and 
the same diet of worship, at the chapel at Longside, 
he presented him vndk the foUowiqg beantiful XAtm 
teraes. They are here mBerted, not because free 
from the licentia poetica, but because, mingled with 
the fNTOverbial blindness of a grandfiiOher's jpartial^i 
the poeHcal Seeme has completely nsorped &e place 
of truth, and given the manner, and not die matter, * 
a daim to tiie notice of the learned reader. 

' Sai^;ttinis ejusdem tres implent rostra J o an kbs^ 
Est apMi^ est jNiler, est caros utrique 119^ 
Ingeni6 primus, sennoois lande senfficiMt 
Claret ; in ambobus tertius ille nitet 
Non peliiere ultii Natam tsndive vkes, 
Misoet 

Hie ''Poe&adOKeeei^ of tfak eicellent <Ad man 

(who answered most literally to Goldsmith s descrip- 
tion of the Village Preacher) lunre been lately col- 
lededy aod pnkfisked at Bdmburgh, pfefimd with 
some valuable remarks on his life and poetic talent. 
To this interestii^ account, already quoted, the reader 
IS xeferfed. The Editor would only observe^ that 
the fine family Picture, so delicately sketched i» 

p « 



The Old Man's Song subjoined, was not only de- 
icnpdve of IIm antibor^i om aentiineDts md enjoy- 
iiMDtv ft tfie mooMnt lis wrote k, tak il will kog 
remain an artless and faithful representatioa of Ins 
dMiMtar, UtoMidiic^ aodUspnuci^ 

TH8 OIiB van's lONO, 
Thw— DoMSAamv Dbums. 

0 1 why should old age so much wound us!* 
llim » nothing m it aU to coafoand ui : 

For how happy now am I, 
With my old wife sitting by, 
And our bairna and oar oysf all anrand ui $ 

For how happy now am I, S^c. 

* 

We began in the warld wi' naething, 
And weVe jc^d on, and toil'd fur the aa thiqg} 
We made nse of what wo had. 

And our thankful hearts were glad ; 
When we got the bit meat and the claithiog, 

We made me of what we had, Sge* 

We have ttip'dd dor BMnne c onl crt cd ^ 
Since the day we became first acquainted ; 

* This tune requires O to be added at the end of each of tbs 
long Hues, but in reading the Soog the O if better omitted* 
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It's true we'ire been but poor, 
And we are ao to this hour ; 
Bat we never yet npVd or 

ItM trm w^ve htm hut poor, Sgi. 

When we had any stock, we ne'er vauntit, 
Nor did we hing our heads when we wantit 

But we ahriye gwe m flhare 

Of the IMe we eoaM 
When it pleas'd a kind Heaven to g^rant it. 

« 

We never laid a sdbeme to be wealthy, 
By means that were cunning or stealtliy} 
But we alwiQrs. had the blisi^ 
(And what further could we wiss), 
To be pleas'd with ourselves, and be health; 
Bui mt a lw agi had tke bUm^ S^. ' 

What Ao* wie eamot boaat of onrgoneas. 

We have plenty of Jockies and Jeanies ; 
And these, Vm oertain^ am 
Mora darinUe by fi« 

Than a bag full of poor yellow sleenies. 
^ And thm^ I am certain, arepisc^ 



We have seen maiiy wonder and ferly. 
Of changes that almost are yearl^^ 



AmoDg ridb MU vp tiid Anm^ . 
Both io couotry and in towii| 
Wbo Dowlbii florimpif «id ban^^ 

Then why ahonM people hng of praqwily ^ 

A straitened life we see is no rarity; 

lodeed we've been in want^ 

And oor Imf's been bit foadl^ 
Yet we uerer were reduced to need chanty* 

Indeed we've been in want, S^c. 

In this house we first came together, 
Where we Ve loiig been a father and mither ; 

Aild tho* not of stone^and lune, 

It will last us all our time ; ^ 
And^ I hope, we shall ne'er need anither, 

And tho* not of gione and Hme, Sfc* 

And when we leave this poor habitation. 
Well depart ^kM a good eofttiiMdaliott $ 

We'll go hand in hand, I wiss. 
To a better house than this. 
To make room for the ntaA geiMMMbfl. 

' TA^to whi/ should old age so much wound us. 
There k nothing in it ail to confound us: 
For horn happy now am I, 
WUh my old idfe sitting by. 
And our buirm and our qys ail around us. 



% 
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The two subjoined letters were written by Burm 
to Mr* SJuMMc* Tbif bm qoI appMned io Ih^ 
OM of Ub CorrapQiidaiee poUkked mtim hf Dr« 

Currie, or the Editor of these volumes. lu the sum- 
um of 17879 Bums made a tour through tbe west 
and Dottk^rf Sootbni; and at AlmdM wnttwtk 
^ Mr. Skinner's son, between whom an interestmg 
converaatioa took place. The particulars of this iiH 
timaw wm tjiwiiiiifBlid to (ha lilhar, flaliBt 
alio how orach Bow regretted Ihat lia did mit loiQiw 
where Unshart laj, as he would have gone twenty 
iMihs oat of hb mj to hate aeen tho aithor of 
Tutt^ekgonm* Thisiccmiplimeiit hnimidhiteiy pro- 
duced an Epintle in famihar verse, addressed to 
Butm, who r^jtaHned dia foUowmg letter in nfly, 
wbich, dMMish widKNit a date, appaan to have haafe 
written in Edinburgh. 

* Bflfferand aad vaaetable Sk, 

* Accept, in plain dull prose, my most sincere 
thankefor the best poetuMlcompluiMBtlaiiBr reeefa^ 
0i* I a a wua yoa, Sir, ae a fioety yon hne conjopMl 

up an airy demon of vanity in my fancy, which the 
best abihties in your other capacity would be iU able 
' to h^. I regMt, attd'wUle I Im shall ttgmt, that 

when I was in the north, I had not the pleasure of 
paying a youofer brother's dutiM respect to the Au- 
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thor of the best Scotch song ever Scotland saw,^ 
^ Tullochgorum's my delight !* The world mvf 
tUric fligWBsl^ of the cnft of if thqit 

please ; 'biity M Job says, ^ O ! that mine adversary 
had written a book !* — let them try. There is a cer-» 
IMD- sonelbiiig in tfae old Scotch mnag^ % wild hiqp* 
poets of thought aad atpranoDy whidi peculiariy 
, marks them, not only from Ei^lish songs, but also 
fioai'lhe modera efforts <tf aoBg-wrights, m ourn* 
tiftt nuumer and hngoage. The only ranMuns of 
this enchantment, these spells of the imagination, 
mta with you. Our true brother. Boss of Locblee» 
waa likawise * owre caanie,'— a ' wiM waiiock'— » 

but now he sings among the ' Sons of the morning.' 
I have often wished, and will certainly endeavour, to 
ianxk a kind of cmnnQO accfuaintum am oag all the 
genuine sons of Caledonian song. The world, busy 
in low prosaic pursuits, may overlook most of us « 
but ' reverence thyaelf.' The world is not our 
peers,— ao we cfaaHoigp the jury. We can lash that 
work), — and find ourselves a very great source of 
ittinsamHit and happiness i ndepmidept id thai wodd* 
There is a woik going on m Edttburgh, jusi now, 
which claims your best assistance.* An engraver in 
this town has set about collecting and pnblishifig ail 
Ibe Scotch Songs, with the Music, that can be fimmb 

* Joboson's Mmnad Mueum^ 
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4oii9i m the Eii|^ kogiMigey if bj ScotehnMii^ are 
adtautted; Imt tlie Mnnc aMSt afl be Soolck. Dnl. 

' Beattie and Blacklock are lending a hand, and the 
first miMkaan in towir preaidet ov«r that department. 
I have been abaohitely crazed about it^ oollectfaig old 
stanzas, and every information remaining, respecting 
&eir origin, authors, ficc This last is but a ray 
firagment bonneas; but at Ibe end of his aecooid 
number, — the first is already published, — a small ac- 
count will be given of the authors, particuhrlj tp 
p r eien r e Ifaoae of latter timet. Your tiuee songs, 
' Ttdlochgorum, John of Badenyon, and Ewie wC 
the crookit Horn/ go in this second number* I wi)s 
determined, before I got yoor letter, to write yoa, 
begging that you would let me Itnow where the edi- 
tions of these pieces may be found, as you would 
wish them to .Gonti^ue in future times; and if yovi 
would be so kind to ibis miderlaking, as send an^ 
.Soogs, of your own or others, that you would think 
proper to publish. Your name will be Inserted 
among the other authors, ' Hilt ye, will ye* One 
.half of Scotland already give your songs to other au- 
.diofi. Paper is done. 1 b^ to hear from you, — 
^ sooaer the better, as I leave EdndNUghio a fori- 
night or three weeks. I am, with the warmest sin- 
Mity, Sir, your obliged humble servant, 

BOBBET BOBKa.* 
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lows: 
"Sir, 

* Your kind retem, williout date, but of post- 

mark October 25 th, came to my hand only this day. 
Your acknowleclginent of my poor but just enco- 
-teionis on your surpruing geniusi and your opinion of 
my rhyming excursions, are both, I think, by far too 
liigh. The difference between our two tracks of 
leducatioii, and waysof life^ is entirdy in your fitvouf, 
and gives you the preference every manner of way. I 
know a classical education will not create a versify- 
iiig taste, but it mightily improves and assists it ; and 
though, where bodi diese meet^ Ihere may sometinies 
be ground for approbation, yet where taste appears 
sini^e, as it were, and neither cramped uor' supported 
Iby acquisition, I will always snstam the justice o# its 
prior claim to applause. A small portion of taste 
this way I have had almost from childhood, especial 

• Though this letter is already printed by Dr. Currie, in Iiis 
edition of Bums's works, yet it cannot be deemed misplaced 
here, as it not only contains several curious and praise-worthy 
Jocidents in Mr. Skioner's life, but also historical lemarkft on 
MNM nf tbe Soqpi publiabed io tliii CoU^ctiao. 
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If ID the old Scottish dialect; and it is as old a thing 
w I lemmboTy my ioodamB for * dryU^Kitk 4 
the Crrem/ which I had hy heart ere I was twdfe 
years of age^ and which, some years ago, I attempted 
to turn into Latin vane. While I was yoimg, I dab- 
bled a good deal in tfiese thngs ; but^ on getting the 
black gown, I gave it pretty iiuich over, till my 
- daughten grew up, who being all tolerably good 
mafgun, plagued me for words to aoBw.of dieur !»• 
vourite tunes, and so extorted those effusions which 
have made a public appearance beyond my expectaf- 
tKMi, and oontraiy to mj inteiitioiiey — aft tlie mne 
time that I hope there is nothing to be found in them 
uncharacteristic, or unbecoming the cloth, which I 
would always wish to see respected. As to Ae »^ 
ristance you propose from me in the undertaking you 
are engaged in, I am sorry I cannot give it so far as 
I oottld wifh| and ftm perhaps eqpect* My daagh* 
ters, who were my only inteUigcJKers, are att^/bm* 
familiate, and the old woman, their mother, has lost 
that taste. There are two firoia my own pen, wfaicb 
ImigM gi«« yon, if wordi (hb wUe: Onet»dM 
old Scotch tune of ' Dumbarton drums* The other, 
perhaps, you .have met with, as your noble Inend the 
Purham has, I am told, heatd of it» Itwassqueai* 
ed ovt of me by a brother parson in her neighbour? 



liood^ to accommodate a new highland reel for the? 
Marquis's birth-day, to the ataoza of 

' Tone yoor fiddle^ tane them BWceHy/ te» 

* • 

There is another humourous thing, I have heard, 
•■id fbo bo done bj the CetboUc priest Geddea, and 
ytbidk hit mj laile mndu 

• 

^ ijiBve was a woe wifelkie was cooun firae the iair« 
f Had gotten a fitHe dnfSMi^ wbicb bred ber mokfli 

care; 

' It took upo' the wifie's heart, and she began to «pew> 
* And cq' the wee wi&ikie^ I wish I binna fan. 

f|WMh.'fo» 

• 

ifambeirdof woAernewcompositkmbyayoung 

idowmau of my acquaintance, that I am vastly pleased 
witfay to the tone of (be ' Humoun of Gkni wbichp 
I ter, went do^ es tiie mnsie, I am toldy w of Iridi 
original. I have mentioned these, such as they are, 
lu shew my readiness to oblige you, and tooontribnta 
my mile, if I eoidd, to the patriotic worii you bate 
in hand, and which I wish all success to. You have 
only to notify your mind^ and what you want of the 
above ibiU.be ant yon* Meantime, irinle yon am 
(bus publicly, I may say, employed, do not bheath 
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ywBt own jpnpot woA pumug ihib|iob» Fran whsl 
I Inife Moiof yoon idraidjFy I sn inclmsd to irafMi 

for much good. One lesson of virtue and morality 
ddmred in yonr amiuiDg style, and from mdi jm 
yoUf wifl operate more ^mb doxena worid do horn 
•such as me, who shall be told, it is our employment, 
and be never more minded ; whereas, from a pen 
iiks yonrs, as bamg one of die many, what oonea 
will be admired : — Admiratum will pt o dnce regard, 
and regsu'd will kave an imfNTessioii, especially when 

tfaMMMlis MMi.lllDIMr* 

^ ¥^dung yon, fiom my poet-pen, aU snooeai, and 

in my otlier character, all happiness and heavenly di* 
rectioou I remain^ with esteem, ^our sincere fhend, 

John SKXHNnn.'' 

The next tetter from Boras to onr Audior, is dated 

at Edinbuigh, the 14th of February, 178B, and the 
fdkmng is a copy of it: 

' Itefmnd aad dew Sir, 

' I have been a cripple now near three months, 
though I am getting vastly better, and have been very 
mnch hurned beside, or else I wooU hana wrote ytm 
•oooer. I must beg your pardon for the epistle you 
sent me appearing in the Magazine. I had given a 
copy orfwoto sonM of »j indnulte friend^ but did 



£22 

ftot know of the printing of it till the publication of 
tbe Magazine* However, as it does great bonour t« 
iBhoA, Ii»{ie70uirilliaigitiait. Theaacondm^ 
lume of the sougs I mentioned to you in my last, is 
piibtiahad to-day. X send you a copy, which I bc^ 
jM vffl aooept at » noA of dia veneration I hm 
long had, and shall ever bave, for your character, and 
oi thc claim I make to your continued, acquaintance. 
7m ao^p qveur in ih» ikmi vodnBe, mik yow 
fliiM It Am miex, as I amire you, Su*, I ham htmd 
your Tullochgorum, particularly among our west 
counby folks, ffmk to many different names, and 
most coramoniy to die immortal audior of die Jf 
strel, who, indeed, never wrote any thing superior to 
' Gu^9 a. Sang, Montgomery cried* Your brother 
has promised me your venes to die Marquis of 
Huntly's Reel, which certainly deserve a place in the 
Collection. My kind host, Mr. Cruickshank, of the 
Higd School here, and said to be one of die best 
Latins in this age, begs me to make you his grateM 
acknowledgments for the entertainment he has got in 
m JUfin pnUifialiMi of ymw^a diat I Iwsno w ed for 
tan inm yojvneqoMtece, and my much respected 
Aoend, in this place, the reverend Dr. Webster. Mr. 
Omftfadiank inainlams that yoa wntei die beet Latia 
flnoe Bncbanan. IleaieEfnirafii^to-mfrMir, bal 
iballiietuaiiA three weeks. Your soi^ you men* 
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tioned in your last, to the tune of ' Dumbarton 
Drums,* and the other, which you say ^aa done by 
a brodwr by tade of nnie^ a pli|Wipaiiy I AM 
thank you much for a copy of each. I am ever, 
reverend Sir, with the most respectful esteem, and < 
flinceie venehuion^ yonn, 

RoBsaT BvttNa/ 
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ACCOUNT OF THE lATE JOSEPH RITSON. 
( CmmmMU if • BwM tr ^ Gmft Mm.) 

Tbx rabteqncnt anthentic namtive of the lart mo* 
ttients of poor Ritson, while it may aflford gratificatioii 

to some of those who suffered under the lash of his 
sarcattic criticiioiy must at the same time offer some 
apology for that eccentricity and violence which too 
frequently disgrace Ilia controvenial writhiga, and efcn 
his antiquarian disquisitions. They doubtless origi- 
nated in that maniacal tendency which latterly burst 
forth into fiiQ outrage, and temunated in his death. 
It haa been aioertained that a lister, dder than himad^ 
M also a Tictim to the aanie deplorable malady. Let 
it check the pride of human nature, even in that point 
on which we think we are most justified in valuing 
oiinel¥ca>*-41ie aaperiority of our inteUectnal fiicukiea; 
to mailL in this, aa well as in so many other instanoes, 
the near alliance between genius and insanity. 

It. has been farther learned from a Mrs. Kirby, who 
knew him iGrm eariy infancy, and retained mofe in« 
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fhitnoe 'over lua ihiuft «^ other {petwm doring th^ 
whch 4>i Ub Jifio^ thtt hift fttlier wm a nn in a lo# 

condition of life, yet he found means to send him 
to a Latin school at Stockton^ where he proved an 
attentbe scholar, auA made a n^d pr o g r ei i in toch 
learning as waa there taught His liabits were always 
reserved^ rarely associating with his school-feBows. 
He afterwards passed some time in the office of Mr. 
!bndley, a conveyancer, of that town. On coming to 
London, be entered himself a student of Gray's Inn, 
snd after keeping his proper tenohs, he was called to 
the bar. He never, however, paid much attention 
•to the proper business of his profession. During the 
amnMrteaadiilia Hied to take long jolinkeya on tM, 
wHh no otiief baggage than a ahfat in each pocket ; 
and if he at any time found them too heavy, he made 
no hesitation in disencumbering himself by throwing 
9ne of tbem away* She also states him to have 
been rtij lax in bia leligioua prindple^^ of whioht 
perhaps, she was, no very competent judge. If be hi 
fact were so, let it be a warning to others to be care- 
ful how they throw aside any proper restraint of the 
mind* etpeciaHy the most serious and important of aU> 
t diat of religion, lest tbey Should dacken, and, as took 
place in his unhappy case, ultimately lose aH hold o^ 
the reins by which the imagination is guided. 

The late Mr. Ritsoa lived in the same staircase 

* 

witkne i» Gfay'a Inn for MOy yw», «id tlie ccna^ 
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mon civilities of the day passed between m, but no> 
tiu^g mote^ W« oefcr vkitod. I aaderstood be 
posaesMd « great sngdarity of charKter; but Iw was 

ever polite and civil to me. Early in September, 
1803, I firequent^ heard a great swearing and noise 
in his chambers, and, on meeting his famndress on 
the stairs, I asked her the cause of the disturbance I 
bad heard. She answered, that she believed her 
fmuter ma$ marf ik mind, fxm his conduct in every 
respect proved him so; and tluit she was gready 
afraid that in his delirium he would do himself or her 

a 

flsi^UBflVtf ^UfeA ^^AnA& ^Aaa AaL^^^a Ift^flka Aasa ^twi^^n^Mi 

^HHb ^^^^^^^^^^^^W ^ ^^^^^^^^9 ^^^^B^^IB ^^^^^^^9 ^Bi^^B^^* VBHV^v •^^^^P ^B^^^^^^^^^^^fc ^a^^^J 

d^T before^ but that be bad ttot loiidied it, and dnt 

he never ate animal food. She was then going to 
bin, bot-eipreBSSdafearthttt bewoukihoratintoa 
rage, and Hbne bef ak I bad b^aid bin before. Ibe 

last time she was in the chambers, he had shut him- 
self up; however, she left his dinner upon the table, 
and was dien going to see if be bad eaten it I snd| 
as she had expressed herself fearful, I would go with 
her to her master, which I accordingly did. I saw 
bis dinner on the taUe, but he wm still shot up in 
his room. I asked the laundress whether he had any 
relations in town. She said he had not ; but that he 
had a nephew somswfaore in the North, who bad 
fifed ^iridi him Ibr Many years, but Aat Mr.Ritsoa 
had turned kirn out oS his hoose for eating animal 
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food, I desired her to endeavour to £nd out some 
0^ his febtkws or inends, nod to ap^^fize tbieoi q£ 

ly§ Hnl i aanT lltHatitMfc flDd Mk lllA IBantilBtt to bfifBW 

Ob the lOth of September^ about nine o'clock 

toU M *it ]Ar.Bitw» M Iwoa mking a 

great noise, and that there was a great light in his 
xooii^ which baci alimwi Ih* people in the Staward't 
<fiee. I wm inmdiataly lo the Straanrs cffioc, 
and looking from his window, I saw Mr. Ritsou's 
' room alrewed with booloi end hraie pepen, some a£ 
which he ^megalhiring up aad Amriqg en tke fiae^ 

wlMi occasioned the great blaze they had seen. He 
haii A. hghtipd **nnHW in hia IuumL which be canriad. 

ebool in a lianprnai win. The Slewwd 

not being at home, I sent for him to represent to him 
Mr* Ritson's extraoidiawy conduct. However^ bek^ 
anch riaiMed^ I mat to Mr. Ritaooi'a rhanihata^ 
and iEiMxted at the door several times, but could get 
no admittioD. At last a key was obtained &Qm the 
Ipntaai; and Mr;Qn% theHuaaady and atyNl^ 
wilh two pertcffSy antenad In diaiiihafs* BTe ap* 
peaied much confused on seeing us^ and asked how 
wiHDek? We tidd Urn hf flMaM of the hm». 
tei^a keyt. Ha than aahad whal wt wmOtii Mr. 

• 
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Quin told him, we canie in consequence of the great 
blaze that api^eared in hi& chambers, beUeving them . 
to be on fiva. Ha amwa i o d, tbat hia- fira had pmt- 
out, and that he was lighting it to make korae^w^Bb 
tea. Mr. Quin then represented to him the great 
danger of fluking liii fina witb looae {Mpei^ pnrti* 
cuMy aa tfaere were 00 muof a t saHi ii ed about tbe 
room, some of which had actually taken fire. Mr* 
Quill tberefore begged he wonki penBul tbe portora- 
toedlect Ihem togedier, nad topnttheniawB^Fy'nnd 
to do any thing he wanted ; upon which he said, no! 
no i and in tfa^ aunt Darenmlorv -ondfiradL 
tbmi 10 leate Ua chambeta, fit^ng tfiey wwe adf 

servants to the Society, and had no business in his* 
chambers^ Mr* Quin observed, that copaistentljr- 
nidi. Ua doty: aa Stavvd of tba lnDi he oodd. sat 
leave his chambers in that dangerous situation.. Mr. 
Ritson then appearing much euniged, swore he:wouki 
mnke then, for that they came ti9 rob him, and iaa-» 
mediatdy went to.fab hed-rooai,' and returned with a: 
drayvu dagger in his. hand ; at sight of which, Mr.. . 
Qttin and.die portan imnndiafeJjy left thaLcfaaaban^ 
Mr. Ritson pursuing tfaem: doug the passage, and' 
they in their hurry shut the outer door,. leaYi^g noe^in: 
thoffoonb OnhiaaatunildisoniiedhiBi^'andbaggad' 
him.tosit.dowiiivhaeX«qWnedei«9 He*. 
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was then very compbiflaat, and aaid |i« did not meaif 
to oftiid no^ bnt i^tratB fUBymnoft igriMt dioM who^ 
had left the room. He insisted on my going into' 
his best apai tment, which I did, and found his books 
tndpiqpefaaeillpMdoQihafoor, mfkiBf^mptimlkib . 
ullMr dhamber. Il6 tskadl wit %t> drinlc with hnsy 
which I refused. He paid me some compliments as' 
a Mighhf>tir, and said he would gm me a hiatory of. 
Ui f^B* He toM me he had a gnat passkm §&f 

books, of which he possessed tlie huest collection in 
England. That he had writlan upon many Milgecta»' 
and had eonfoled' amny wlw had^wiitlMi npon bw« 
and theology. He said he was then writing a pam-^ 
phlet proving Jesus Christ an impostor 1 but that* 
aoBMChing had ktely discomposed hiniy and he waa 
therefore resolved to destroy many of his manuscripts, 
for which purpose he was then sorting his papers, 
I heard huni patiendy Ibr an hour and an half, when 
I advked Urn to go to bed, which he said he would 
do, and I left him seemingly composed. About an 
boor afler, be became my violent and outingeoua, 
throwing his itirratnre aboot hii chambers and break- 
' iug his windows. I then went to him again, and 
eadaawmrad to pacify him, but without effect He 
bad a dagger in one hand and a kniie in the other, 
though I had taken the other dagger from him^ and 
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wmd it to i^y qwn chambers. He raved for a 

'freal to dm^ A imon im dm seiit far from 

{loi^toa to tfike care of him, who remaioed with 

€w»Ha I nMl kin every day, when he appemd 

very glad to see me^ and said^ ' Here comes my 
ffiffti, "^K^ will «et me at liberty;' but violiudj 
nhMd keeper, and mid, tlmimUwrnidimmea^ 

him for his cruelty in keeping him so conlined. It 

waa tbcrngbt proper hgr hia ftieiids to remove bka to a 
mA hnmfly ^tew I wttaiiiail ke 4ied aa a ftwr dafe> 

I have since learned that his malady was a family 
ibaoffdac* end diat his aiatar ^»*^ mad*'' 
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